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Summary: 


Takes place toward the end of season 2 where y/n stays with Billy 
after he’s knocked out while the kids and Steve leave to close the 
gate. Might continue into season 3 bc our boys deserve better!! 


1. Chapter 1 


You were in the middle of explaining your plan to Steve and the kids, 
when you heard a car speeding down the road. You ran to the 
window. 

“It’s coming this way. I can’t tell who it is-” 

“Its my brother,” Max said appearing beside you, “He can’t know I’m 
here. He’ll kill me,” she turned to Lucas, “He’ll kill us.” 

You rolled your eyes. You didn’t particularly like Billy, but you 
weren't afraid of him. “Over my dead body,” you said, walking 
toward the door. 

“Whoa there y/n,” Steve caught your wrist and spun you into his 
chest. You tried to hide your blush. “Pll go talk to him. Tell him no 
one’s here. He’ll go away,” he said. 

“He hates you Steve. If you go out there, he’s just gonna feel like he 
has more to prove. Let me go,” you reasoned, but Steve was already 
making his way out of the door. 

He signaled for you and the kids to hide. You pulled them away from 
the windows but they ran right back up to them, curious to see what 
would happen next. 


You could hear Steve talking outside. 

“Yeah it’s me, don’t cream your pants” 

You giggled at the nonchalance in Steve’s voice, and Max looked at 
you disapprovingly. 

“Tt’s funny!” you whispered defensively. 

“This is not funny!” she harshly whispered back, “You have no idea 
what Billy’s capable of.” 

You rolled your eyes again, but focused on the scene in front of you. 
Steve had stepped off the porch, closer to Billy. The kids strained to 
see him and poked their heads over the window sill. You noticed 
Billy at the exact moment he noticed you and you hurriedly told the 
kids to get down, but it was too late. 

Steve looked back at you, and you tried to relay an “I’m so sorry” 
message with your eyes. Before he could even turn back, Billy pushed 
him down and kicked him in the stomach. 

Instantly, you were on your feet and making your way toward the 
door, but Billy was faster. He kicked open the door and stopped for a 
second, surprised to really see you, but his gaze fell to Lucas and his 


eyes glowed with anger. 

You stood in front of the boy and held up your hand. 

“Billy, I swear to god-” 

“Out of my way y/I/n,” Billy said as he pushed you aside, but you 
moved right back into your place between the two. 

“Youre gonna hit a kid Billy? Really? Is that gonna make you feel 
like a big strong m-” 

“y/n don’t.” Max pleaded. 

“No it’s okay Max. Why don’t we let y/1/n here finish what she has to 
say? And then maybe she'll let me say what I want to say. Sounds fair 
to me.” 

You stayed silent, only because you sensed the desperation in Max’s 
voice. 

“Oh, was that all then? Good. Now.” he moved closer to you, and you 
involuntarily backed away. “You and you,” he turned to Lucas, “need 
to stay away from Maxine. STAY THE FUCK AWAY FROM HER”. 

You didn’t even have time to think of your next move before Billy 
grabbed Lucas and held him up in the air. Luckily, Lucas was smart 
enough to kick Billy straight in the balls and make his escape toward 
you. You sheltered the kids behind you when you noticed Steve 
walking back in. 

“You’re so dead Sinclair,” Billy muttered, recovering quickly. He 
turned to face Lucas where he hid behind you. 

“No, you are,” Steve said, catching Billy off guard. Steve punched 
Billy in the face and Billy responded almost jovially. As tough as you 
liked to act, his behavior sent chills down your spine. 

Billy kept laughing, “I’ve been waiting to meet this King Steve 
everyone’s been telling me so much about!” 

He was trying to provoke Steve into doing something reckless, but 
you knew Steve would never fall for that. “Get. Out.” he simply said, 
and for a second you thought Billy would just leave, but then you 
also didn’t know Billy too well. 

Billy threw a punch, but Steve dodged it and hit back just as quickly, 
making contact with the side of Billy’s face. 

You silently cheered for Steve, but moved to mitigate the situation. 
Steve continued to throw punches, backing Billy up into the kitchen 
sink. You hadn’t even seen Billy reach for a plate before you saw it 
connect with Steve’s face. Billy followed Steve into the living room, 
attempting to hit him any chance he got. 

“Billy stop! What the fuck is wrong with you!” 


Your cries went unheard and Billy grabbed Steve by his collar. “No 
one tells me what to do.” 

And just as fast as everything was playing out, Billy had Steve pinned 
to the floor and was throwing punches left and right. You found 
yourself desperately trying to pull Billy off of Steve, as he got 
bloodier and bloodier before you. 

“Please Billy stop! Please, you’re gonna kill him!” you begged. 
Suddenly you understood Max’s fear, knowing you weren’t strong 
enough to deter the brute of a man in front of you and the real 
damage he could do. 

As you kept trying to pry Billy off of Steve, Max had picked up a 
needle and jammed it into Billy’s neck. He got up suddenly, and you 
turned your attention to Steve. He looked awful, but you were 
thankful he was still breathing. You could hear Billy mumbling in the 
background but you paid him no mind, too busy using your jacket to 
clean up the blood on Steve’s face. 

You did hear Max shouting, “SAY YOU UNDERSTAND! SAY IT!” Billy 
mumbled something back to her and Max dropped the bat in her 
hand, opting to grab Billy’s keys instead. 

“Max sweetie, you are a badass, and I fully support whatever you 
have planned, but we have to get Steve cleaned up and bandaged 
now.” you ordered, “Mike, get me a washcloth. Dustin, the first aid 
kit.” 

The boys got you what you asked for and you spent the next few 
minutes cleaning up Steve’s cuts. It wasn’t as bad as it looked, 
thankfully. 

“He’ll be okay,” you decided. “I can’t say the same for Billy though, 
what did you use on him?” 

Max scoffed, “He’ll be fine, let’s go. We’ve got to get Steve into the 
car.” 


The five of you gently placed Steve into the backseat of Billy’s car. 
“Who’s driving?” you asked. 

“Umm you, obviously,” Max responded. 

“T don’t think so. This car only holds 5 people, and one of us has to 
stay with your asshole brother. I don’t think any of you wanna be left 
behind with him when he wakes up?” 

The kids all shook their heads. 

“That’s what I thought,” you sighed. “I’ll need your help putting Billy 
in my car. I don’t wanna stay here in case another one of those 


demodogs shows up, and I won’t leave Billy here in case they do 
either.” 

Max nodded thankfully. She seemed less angry now. 

“Then I think Max should drive over to the tunnels. Hopefully Steve 
wakes up in that time, but if not, Pll head over there after I drop Billy 
back at his house.” 

“Wait, you can’t,” Max said suddenly. 

“Tcan’t...?” 

“You can’t take Billy back to our parents! He came here looking for 
me. If he shows up without me, his dad’ll- I mean- just- you can’t. 
Please. Promise me.” 

“Okay, okay. I promise. Pll just leave him at mine and meet up with 
you guys in the tunnels.” The boys seem to agree on the plan but Max 
is still hesitant. You pick up on it. 

“What’s up Max?” 

“I just- I don’t actually know how whatever I injected him with is 
gonna affect him. Would you just- maybe...” 

Your eyes widen in understanding. “Oh no. There is no way in hell 
I’m babysitting your piece of shit brother while you guys are off 
doing god knows what!” 

Max argues back, “Well then we might as well just leave him here, 
because if you left him at yours and those drugs kill him, then none 
of this will make any difference.” 

You groan and cave, “They won’t, considering Will’s been injected 
with that stuff a few times now and Billy’s like three times his size, 
but fine. Only for you,” you pause, “I guess... PII see you guys when I 
see you guys.” 

The kids help drag Billy into your smaller 2-person car. He’s a fair bit 
heavier than Steve but it takes no time with the 5 of you working 
together. 

You hug the kids tightly, scared of what’s to come. You quickly duck 
your head into the car to look at Steve, your slightly bruised knight 
in shining armor. He looks troubled and you reach out to brush his 
hair with your fingers. His expression softens, and suddenly you want 
so badly to kiss him, but you know there are more important things 
to worry about. You pull your head back out of the car and give Max 
one final hug before watching them drive away. 


You get into your own car and look at the person next to you in the 
passenger seat. Billy looks calm for once in his life and, as you drive 


toward your own home, you hope to God he doesn’t wake up anytime 
soon. 


2. Chapter 2 


The drive home took exactly 26 minutes, and Billy hadn’t even 
stirred. He had been breathing though. You’d been watching for the 
slight rise and fall of his chest your entire ride home. Yet, as you sat 
parked in the driveway, you began to worry. The biggest issue you 
faced now was whether to wake Billy up. I mean, you had to, at some 
point. There was no way you’d be able to carry him into your house, 
and even if you could, you wouldn’t be able to carry him up the flight 
of stairs into the guest room. 


“Billy?” you said softly, and then a little louder, “Billy, wake up”. No 
response. You thought about slapping him. God knows he deserved it, 
but you didn’t want to set him off like Steve did at the Byers’. You 
tap his shoulder, and then decide to gently shake it. He opens his 
eyes slightly and groans.. 

“Billy! Are you feeling-” but before you could finish his sentence he 
was knocked back out. You sighed and settled back into your seat, 
thinking about how you ended up in this situation. 


It was Max, actually, who had called you at your house from the 
Byers’ phone. You bonded together at the arcade and when you found 
out she was going to Hawkins Middle, you pointed her in the 
direction of Jonathan Byers’ younger brother and his friends. They 
were cool for their age, and you thought she’d fit right in with them. 
Little did you know, they managed to find her themselves. She told 
you all about it when she ran into you again at the diner where you 
worked. You offered her a milkshake and some fries, and she kept 
coming back for more. Eventually, the two of you became as close as 
sisters, which was nice, considering you had no actual siblings of 
your own. So obviously when she called, you came running. Finding 
Steve there, with the rest of the kids, was a nice surprise. 


Max told you she had a brother your age and you were eager to get 
to know him, until you did. Billy seemed to have, what your mom 
called, a mean spirit. He was always picking fights, provoking people, 
or shamelessly hitting on girls. He had even hit on you until he 
realized who you were. Yes, one day you made the mistake of 
surprising a sick Max with chicken noodle soup and teen magazines 


when she missed one of your diner dates. Billy had answered the 
door. 

“Well well well, y/l/n, isn’t this a nice surprise? To be honest, Pm a 
little busy tonight, but I could be free if you came back tomor-” 

You cut him off, “Actually, I’m here to see Max.” 

“Max? Why the hell do you wanna see her for?” 

“She said she wasn’t feeling well. I brought her a care package.” You 
held up the thermos of soup and magazines. Billy just stared at you 
angrily. “Look,” you continued, “if this is a bad time, I can just drop 
these off with you and-” 

“She doesn’t need any of your shit,” This time Billy interrupted you. 
“Well I’m already here, so can’t I jus-” 

“No. In fact, I’d appreciate it if you got the hell off my property,” and 
with that he slammed the door in your face. 

You were stunned. You knew he was bad, but you didn’t think he’d 
be that bad. Also, what an absolute cliche. ‘Get off my property’? 
What was he, a crotchety old man? You rolled your eyes and left, 
taking everything back with you. You learned later from Max that she 
had been sleeping when you stopped by. She assured you that if she 
was awake, she would’ve gone out to meet you, but you were just 
glad she was feeling better. 


Anyway, that was your first and last impression of Billy Hargrove. He 
hadn’t talked to you since that day and you were fine with it. 
Sometimes you could feel his eyes on you in the halls or the school 
parking lot, but you didn’t let it bother you. Billy never frequented 
the diner, opting instead to go to the town bar, so you still got to 
spend quality time with Max. Everything was relatively okay, until 
now. 


You call out to Billy one more time, “Billy, please wake up”! 

Nothing. 

You decide that maybe the best thing to do is get some sleep. You’d 
stay in the car in case Billy woke up (and to also assure he wouldn’t, 
like, hotwire and steal your car). You recline your seat and then a 
few seconds later decide to do the same for Billy. You reach across 
him to pull the lever, but don’t account for his weight. When you pull 
the lever, he goes sailing backwards and you fall on top of his chest. 
You hear him groan and then speak. 


“What the fuck”? Billy hides his face in his hands, shaking his head, 
as if he’s trying to distinguish whether all this is real or not. 

“Oh my god,” you move up and off him as quickly as you can, “I’m so 
sorry! You weren’t waking up and I knew I wouldn’t be able to carry 
you and I thought if we had to sleep in the car, then we should at 
least be comfortable, but when I went to recline your seat, I guess-” 
“Stop talking y/l/n. Pm so fucking tired, I can’t deal with this shit 
right now,” 

“You can’t deal with this shit right now?” you repeat, suddenly 
angry, “Billy, you have no idea what you’ve done. Youw’re a horrible 
person and I should’ve left you at the Byers’,” You’re getting louder 
but you don’t care. It feels good, giving him a piece of your mind. 
“God knows you would’ve deserved whatever happened to you there, 
but I brought you back to MY fucking house, and you have the 
audacity to tell me you can’t ‘deal with this shit right now’? Get over 
yourself Billy, and get the fuck out of my car. We’re going inside.” 
You finish triumphantly. 


He looks at you, taking in your words and trying to understand why 
you were inviting him into your home after insulting him. You’re not 
sure if he finds an answer or just gives up but he finally says, “Okay, 
lead the way”. 


You have to help Billy up the porch stairs. You don’t know if it’s the 
drugs or the punches he took that makes his body ache, but you don’t 
like how close he is as he leans on you for support. He smells awful, 
like dried blood and cigarette smoke. You hope he'll be willing to 
take a shower before he gets into bed. 


“Mom? Dad?” You call out when you open the front door. 

“Geeze y/l/n, you trying to get yourself caught?” Billy looks at you as 
if you’ve lost your mind. You set him down on a couch in the living 
room. 

“Its okay, they’re usually never home. They own the diner in town 
and a ton of others around the county. They’re chains, so they leave a 
lot to- Well basically they’re rarely ever home and even when they 
are, they don’t really care what I do, because I don’t do anything 
wrong,” you say proudly. 

“Right,” Billy says. You can tell he’s exhausted. 

“The guest bedroom’s upstairs, by the way. There’s a shower up there 


too,” you add hoping he’ll get the hint. 

He laughs, “I really don’t think I’'d be able to stand under a shower, 
let alone climb up a flight of stairs,” 

You sigh, “I don’t care Billy. Crawl if you have to,” you’re not as 
upset as you were before but you want to see if he’ll even try. To 
your surprise, he does. He slowly makes his way over to the stairs, 
grabs the hand rail, wincing and groaning with each step he takes. 
Finally, you pity him, “What about a bath?” 

“A what?” 

“A bath, Billy. If you can’t go upstairs, then I’ll take the guest room 
and you can sleep in my room. It’s on this floor, but there’s no way 
I’m letting you get into my bed like this,” you gesture up and down 
his body. “There’s a soaker tub in the master bathroom. I’ve even got 
some Epsom salts if you want. They’re supposed to ease your 
muscles.” 

“I haven’t taken a bath in years y/l/n-” 

You interrupt him, “Look, as much as I love your gym coach persona, 
I would prefer you just use my first name when you talk to me.” 

Billy hesitates but answers “Sure, um, y/n, but there’s still no way in 
hell I’m taking a bath” 

You cross your arms over your chest and frown. “Then I guess you 
better get walking. I know your house isn’t nearby.” 


After helping Billy hobble over to the master bathroom, you tell him 
how to draw a bath and give him the bag of Epsom salts. He 
grimaced at the purple crystals in his hands. “Just use it. You empty 
the whole bag into the bath and soak for like 20 minutes,” you say 
rolling your eyes. “It could only help at this point, although...” you 
trail off. 

“Although?” He asks, but you just shake your head. You wanted to 
say that if he never fought with Steve in the first place, he’d be fine 
and neither of you would be in this mess, but you didn’t want to 
deliberately mention Steve to his face. 

“Get into the bath. You can do that yourself right? There’s a towel on 
the edge of the tub and you can leave your dirty clothes in the 
hamper,” 

“Aww and here I thought you’d be joining me,” Billy jokes and you 
scrunch up your nose. 

“Definitely not,” you say, “My dad should have some PJ’s that'll fit 
you.” You rummage through your dad’s closet and look for the nicest 


pair of silk pajamas to give to Billy to spite him for his comment. 
“Will these work?” You hold up a pair of classic blue and white 
striped pajamas. 

Billy laughs, “Pm not wearing those y/n. In fact, I usually sleep 
commando so-” 

You interrupt him, “Sorry Billy, but if you’re gonna sleep in my bed, 
you’re wearing these. I promise they’re breathable. And also I think 
you'd look quite... sophisticated, in these” you laugh, and see Billy 
smirk. 

“Just for you then,” he says taking the pajamas from your hand. 


You leave Billy in the master to bathe and take a quick shower in the 
bathroom down the hall connected to your own room. As you let the 
hot water steam up the glass and mirrors, your worries seem to fade. 
You think about things logically. Steve will be fine, the kids are smart 
enough to take care of him and themselves. Most importantly, 
Eleven’s back. If anything does go wrong, she’ll be able to fix it. 


You let yourself stand in the shower for a few minutes longer than 
usual before you decide to step out. You glance at the clock in the 
corner, realizing you have no idea how long you’d been out. It was 
about 1:30 in the morning. Not as late as you might’ve thought but 
still late enough to want to crawl directly into bed after your shower 
- well the guest bed now. Anyway, you assess your sleepwear options 
and decide itd be funny to match with Billy in your own pink and 
white striped shorts and tank. After changing, you walk back into 
your room wanting to grab your special blanket before heading 
upstairs, but to your surprise Billy’s already in your bed, your special 
blanket wrapped around him. You leave the lights off but harshly 
whisper his name. He doesn’t answer and you groan to yourself. He 
can’t be asleep already! You make your way closer to him and try 
again but, again, get no response. It occurs to you that he might’ve 
never bathed and just slipped into your bed while you were 
showering. There was no way you'd let him get away with that, if 
that were the case, but there was also really no way to tell unless you 
woke him up and asked. 

You yank the blanket from off of him. “Jesus y/n, can’t a man just get 
some sleep?” Billy sits up. You knew he was tired but you were doing 
him a favor. 

“How was your bath?” You say bluntly. 


“Tt was fine. Now can I go back to sleep?” He asks. 

“How long did you stay in?” 

“T don’t know. Long enough?” 

You stop beating around the bush, “Are you sure you actually took a 
bath and didn’t just wait for me to leave and go to bed?” 

“For fuck’s sake, yes, I took a bath. You wanna smell me or 
something?” 

“Yes.” You say defiantly, “I do. I mean you’re sleeping in my bed 
after all, and I don’t want it smelling like cigarettes in the morning.” 
“There’s something seriously wrong with you,” Billy mumbles. You 
leave the lights off as you make your way towards him, not wanting 
him to see how red your cheeks have gotten. You sit on the bed 
facing him. 

“So what now?” Billy teases, “You just gonna take a big whiff-”? You 
pull Billy into you before he finishes his sentence, a hug you guess. 
He smells clean, like lavender and his hair’s wet. That’s all you 
needed to know. You let go and pat Billy twice on the shoulder. 
“Thanks... for bathing...” you say awkwardly now feeling like an 
absolute moron. You were sure you’d catch him in a lie and he just 
proved you wrong. 

Billy doesn’t say anything making you feel even more stupid. He 
probably thought you were the most annoying girl in all of Hawkins. 
You let him keep your blanket as you race out of your room and up 
the stairs. 


You’re awoken two hours later by the sound of a loud car. It’s 
familiar so you hoped that Max was back. You make your way down 
the stairs and find Billy at the front door himself. 

“I see you're feeling better” you remark. 

He ignores your comment and points to the front door, “It’s locked.” 
You roll your eyes as you take your house keys out and open the 
door. The two of you meet Max at the end of your driveway. She 
rushes out to hug you while Billy makes a beeline toward his car. 
“Nice of you to bring her back Max” he says sarcastically. 

You ignore him. “What happened? Where’s everyone else, are they 
okay? Did Steve wake up?” 

“Eleven closed the gate. Everyone’s fine. They’re all back home.” You 
hug her again at the good news. 

“And Steve?” You prompt. Max looks up at you and smirks. She’d 
gotten to know a lot about you over the past few months but the one 


thing she found out without you ever mentioning was your stupid 
crush on Steve. You only really started to like him after you heard he 
cleaned the graffiti off the movie theater last year. You realized that 
he wasn’t as much of an asshole as you thought and that he was 
willing to do what he thought was right regardless of what other 
people would say about him. It also helped that he was absolutely 
gorgeous with that head of hair. Still your crush on him was 
hopeless. He’d never see you as anything other than a friend. 

“Steve woke up! He’s fine too. He um... he mistook Mike for Nancy at 
first...” 

You laughed despite feeling slightly hurt that his first thoughts were 
Nancy. “Did he go home too?” You asked, hoping that maybe he’d 
pop up out of nowhere. 

“He did. He wanted to see you though,” Max adds quickly, “He was 
just still pretty sore after...” she trails off, afraid that Billy might 
overhear, but he’s too busy fussing over tiny details in his car. You 
frown, remembering how manic Billy had gotten. 

“Can you guys go home tonight?” you whisper to Max hoping she 
catches your tone. 

“It’s gonna be bad, but we can’t go anywhere else,” She says back just 
as softly. 

“Do you want me to come with you?” You don’t know what exactly 
about Billy’s dad scares Max but she’s mentioned him enough times 
for you to realize there’s something wrong there. You’ve tried to pry 
but Max assures you every time it doesn’t have anything to do with 
her so you dropped it but now that she and Billy were involved, you 
worried for her safety. 

Before she can answer Billy revs his car to life, “C’mon Max, we gotta 
go,” he calls out. 

You both make your way over to the car. Max gets in while you put 
your head in the driver side window. 

“Do you want me to come with you guys?” You ask Billy. “I can help 
create some bullshit story about where we all were tonight?” 

“I don’t need your help y/l/n. I think I know how to sweet talk my 
dad and step mom by now,” you can tell from Max’s reaction that 
he’s lying. She doesn’t want to go home tonight and he might not 
either. 

“Well then maybe you could do me a favor instead,” you suggest, “I 
don’t wanna be alone tonight. You think you could stay with me? 
Max can take the upstairs guest room, and Pll join you in my 


bedroom” You try to flirt, tracing lines on Billy’s shirt. “You wouldn’t 
leave me hanging after everything I did for you tonight, would you?” 
you whisper in his ear unbuttoning the top button of the night shirt. 
You feel like an idiot but you must’ve done something right because 
you can feel the heat radiating off of Billy’s face. 

“Sure,” Billy croaks out, then clears his throat. “Guess this means 
we're even at least”. He regains his composure with a wink and gets 
out of the car and enters the house. Max and you linger behind. 

“I cannot believe you did that! I’ve never seen him blush,” she 
whispers, “ever!” 

You smile but it doesn’t reach your eyes. You’re sad it had to come to 
this. You wanted to keep Max and Billy safe but you knew Billy 
would never ask for help. It pained you that he felt he couldn’t be 
vulnerable around people. 


Max had passed out in the guest room, while you prepped the sofa 
for yourself. Billy comes into the living room. 

“T thought we were sharing,” he tells you, but you shake your head. 
You could easily talk your way out of this one. 

“Its okay,” you tell him, “My bed’s not very big, and you’re hurt. 
Tonight might not actually be the best night to share”. 

“T feel much better, if that’s genuinely your concern” Billy seems to 
catch you in your lie. “Look, just take the bed. Pll take the couch. If 
I’m honest, I can’t even sleep in other people’s houses,” he admits. 
“Oh!” His response shocked you for two reasons. First, you were sure 
he’d keep trying to convince you to share a bed with him, and 
second, you actually had the exact same problem. Even in elementary 
school when the girls would have sleepovers, you’d leave at 8pm to 
go back home. In fact the first time you slept over anywhere was in 
9th grade for a band trip and you had to bring your special blanket 
with you. “Well, if you’re feeling better, then let’s share the bed,” you 
find yourself saying. 

Billy looks at you and you force yourself to look sure. You honestly 
had no idea why you said what you did but it’d been a long night and 
everyone deserved to get a good night’s rest. 

“Ts that okay?” You add. 

“Yeah,” he pauses, “Just occurred to me though, that I’ve never slept 
with anyone before” Billy says. You roll your eyes. “No,” he corrects 
himself, “not like that, I mean. Obviously,” he laughs, “I’ve slept with 
a lot of girls before but I always leave at the end of the night. I don’t 


know if I want that streak to end,” 

“It’s up to you,” you tell him, making your way into your room. You 
leave the door open and he follows, continuing his story. 

“When I was younger I used to get these really bad nightmares. I just 
wanted to crawl into my mom’s bed and have her hold me till I fell 
asleep again but my dad wouldn’t let her. He always said I had to 
face my fears and made me go back to my own room and told my 
mom to stop babying me. And Pd just stay up all night, scared 
shitless that something was gonna come out of somewhere and get 
me just like in my dreams.” 

Youre sitting in bed now while Billy’s standing at the edge 
contemplating if he’ll enter. 

You reach out to grab his hand and squeeze. Somehow you already 
know he doesn’t want you to say you’re sorry for him. You’re grateful 
he doesn’t pull his hand away, but he doesn’t move any closer either. 

“What’s the deal with you?” he finally asks. “You go from screaming 
at me, to helping me, to coming onto me in the car, to whatever this 
is.” 

“I was never coming onto you!” you interrupt yanking your hand 
away, “I genuinely didn’t want to be alone tonight. I just did what I 
had to do to get you guys to stay.” You stick your tongue out at him 
playfully, and reach for his hand again. When you tug on it a little, 
he actually follows you into bed. You both settle in and face away 
from each other. When you wake up, hours later, Billy’s asleep, head 
on your chest with his arms wrapped around your waist. 


You slide out of his grasp easily, replacing your body with a pillow. 
He snuggles into it as you leave the room. Max is already awake 
watching cartoons on the TV. 

“Hey Max, I was thinking of making waffles, did you want any?” 

“Oh yow’re up, and no, we’ve really got to get back to our house. 
Where’s Billy?” she asks, and you're slightly embarrassed as you 
point toward your bedroom. Max’s eyes widen, “You didn’t- Not with 
him, right?” 

You realize what she’s implying, “No! Absolutely not! I would never! 
We just shared the bed, and we were on opposite ends of it the whole 
time,” you omit the part where you woke up with him holding you. 
“Anyway,” you change the subject, “I’ll go with you guys. Let me 
brush my teeth, and you can wake up Billy”. 

“Y/n, you must be joking if you think I’m gonna wake up Billy,” Max 


deadpans. 

You sigh, “Fine, Pll do everything then”. You let him sleep as you 
brush your teeth, trying to think of some story to explain Max and 
Billy’s disappearance last night. Max’s mom had met you at the diner 
a few times when she’d come in with her girlfriends, so she knew 
about your and Max’s friendship. You could easily convince her that 
you and Max decided to have a girl’s night and then lost track of the 
time. That wouldn’t necessarily explain why Billy had been gone all 
night too. Unless you told her he showed up at your house and asked 
to take Max home, but you insisted he come in to watch movies with 
you both. Maybe you all lost track of the time and fell asleep while 
watching, and then oh! It was morning already. It was a long winded 
story you’d have to make up but the details were believable. It just 
might work. 


3. Chapter 3 


It worked. Max had called you the next day and confirmed that 
nothing happened even after you left. You weren’t sure what could’ve 
happened but you were glad you got them out of whatever trouble 
they might’ve gotten into. 


You decided to call Steve. He had come over while you were at Max’s 
and noticed your car was gone so he left a note on your doorstep. 
You tried to call him back that day but his mom said he’d gone out 
with Dustin. 

As the phone rang you got a bit nervous. You hadn’t spoken to him 
since he’d passed out at the Byers’. You knew Max told you he was 
okay but you felt like you should’ve been there with him and instead 
you were taking care of the dickhead who hurt him. 


Steve picked up after a few rings. “Hey Steve,” you said. “I got your 
note, I called back but-“ 

“Y/n! I meant to call back. What are you up to now? Wanna head to 
the diner for shakes?” 

You smiled. 

“Steven Harrington, why do you always insist on going to the diner? 
It isn’t, by any chance, all the free food you get, is it?” you teased. 
Steve laughed, caught. “You got me, fine. Then why don’t you head 
over to mine? PII make you some free food.” 

You blush suddenly unsure of yourself, “Oh no, I was just joking! 
That’s not-” 

“Nah,” Steve interrupts, “it’s my treat. I’ll see you in 15.” 

You tell him sure and hang up the phone. You make a mad dash for 
your closet and find the most ”casual but cute” clothing you can find. 
You’d been to Steve’s house a few times but were never officially 
invited over. When you had gone it was because your friends dragged 
you along to some of his infamous parties. He hadn’t partied much 
this year or thrown any parties of his own, and you found that you 
didn’t mind. 

You settle on a solid white crop top and colorful striped high waisted 
pants. You put on makeup to match and strike poses in the mirror, 
feeling yourself. Suddenly, you’re surprised by a knock on your door. 
Then the doorbell rings. 


You were sure Steve said to meet him at his house, did he swing by 
yours instead? 

You make your way to the front door and open it to see none other 
than Billy on the other side. 

“Hey Billy, can I help you?” You ask. 

“Hey, I’m sorry to show up like this but I could really...” he stops, 
“actually is Max here?” He asks. 

“No, and besides I thought you were supposed to leave her alone,” 
you walk outside closing your door, and make your way to your car. 
Billy follows. 

“Yeah, no, I just- you’re right,” you get into your car but hold the 
door open, “never mind,” Billy says. You close your door and start 
the car but Billy knocks on the window. You're slightly annoyed. You 
don’t want to be late to see Steve. 

You roll down the window “Look Billy, Max isn’t here, honest, and I 
don’t know where she is. My guess is the Byers’, maybe the 
Wheeler’s. Sorry, but I gotta go. Pm sure she’ll be home soon,” and 
with that you drive away. In your rear view window you see Billy 
watch you drive off. 


You arrive at Steve’s a few minutes late but he doesn’t mind. “You’re 
worth waiting for,” he smiles warmly. 

“You wouldn’t have to wait for me,” you say a little too quickly and 
then follow up with, “anymore, because I’m gonna buy a watch”. 
Smooth y/n. Smooth. 

“You can have one of mine,” Steve says, “my dad loves giving me 
watches for my birthday. I’ve got tons,” he rolls his eyes and you 
laugh. 

“So what’d you make?” You ask following him into the kitchen. 

“A frozen pizza,” He says, making his way over to the oven. “It looks 
just about finished. Can you grab some plates from the cupboard over 
there?” He points, “the second to last one by the- Yup!” 

You find the cupboard and pull out two plates. You also pull out 
some cups. 

Steve’s taken the pizza out of the oven and it looks as good as any 
frozen pizza would look. He cuts it up and you both grab a slice. He 
gets out some drinks and asks which you’d prefer. You notice he’s 
also included some alcohol in the mix and you're feeling brave with 
nowhere to go. 

“PIL have a vodka soda if you will?” You ask. He seems surprised but 


smiles. 
“Two vodka sodas coming up.” 


You both eat at the kitchen island and sip your drinks while Steve 
filled you in on what exactly happened since you last saw each other. 
You finished your third cup and barely felt anything so you asked 
Steve to make the fourth one a little stronger. 

“You sure about that?” He asks, concerned. He’s on his second cup 
but he seems fine as well. 

“If ’m drinking, shouldn’t I at least feel it?” You ask 

“Alright, fine, you don’t have to finish it if you don’t want to,” he 
hands you a drink. You just shoo him jokingly. 

You sip at the new drink in your hand and can actually feel a burning 
sensation in your throat this time. Finally. 

“So it’s all over?” You ask, still sipping. 

“Seems like it,” Steve says. 

And you breathe a sigh of relief. “I wanted to apologize, by the way. I 
really wish I could’ve been there with you and the kids but-“ 

“Hey, you do not have to apologize. I know you were just doing what 
you thought was right. You’re a good person y/n,” Steve’s on your 
side of the island now. You didn’t notice when he got so close, had he 
been there a while? “It’s why I like you so much” he smiled. Did he 
mean that how you’d mean it or was the vodka soda causing you to 
hear things? That’s not how alcohol worked right? You finish the rest 
of your cup to figure it out. 

“J-um. I- thank you,” you say moving slightly away, “I have to pee! 
I'll be back,” 

And you walk off, not knowing at all where the bathroom is, just 
trying to find some place to make sure you didn’t look as weird as 
you suddenly felt. The alcohol you downed a minute ago hit you like 
a ton of bricks and you just enter one of the first rooms you see. Steve 
follows. 

“Hey y/n, bathroom was actually down the hall, but there’s one 
connected to my room as well since we’re here” 

“No I don’t need the bathroom,” you tell him. “I just told you that so 
I could check myself out.” 

Steve laughs, “Well you look fine, so no need to worry there,” 

“Fine? Just fine?” You ask slumping down on a bed. 

“Beautiful!” He says, “Is that better?” 

“Steve you don’t like me like I like you, right?” 


“What? Y/N let me get you some water okay, Ill be right back.” 

“No that’s okay, just-“ the fact that he didn’t answer told you 
everything you needed to know. He had left you to get water. You 
regretted drinking. You didn’t realize you’d act so stupid. You threw 
yourself back on the bed and closed your eyes in embarrassment. A 
few minutes later you were asleep. 


When you woke up it was still dark out, 11:35pm said a clock on the 
wall. Steve was asleep next to you and you were grossly reminded of 
your night with Billy. You can’t believe what you said to Steve earlier 
that afternoon, and you were even more upset at his response. 

You were finally forced to realize that he didn’t like you as anything 
other than a friend. 

You decided to go back home and stepped out of his bed but he 
caught your wrist, just like he did at the Byers when you decided to 
square off with Billy. 

“Don’t leave,” he mumbled, “It’s late out. Not safe,” 

“Its y/n Steve,” worried he thought you were Nancy, “I should go 
home.” You said sadly, “I’m sorry about earlier today. I-“ 

Steve gets up in bed and you start to make out his features in the 
dark. “I know it’s you, y/n, and I like you like you like me,” 

You’re shocked by this, “What? Steve no, I meant, like, I have a crush 
on you,” you mumble. 

“So do I,” Steve says, “on you. I just didn’t want to have this 
conversation while we were both drunk. I’ve- well, I just wanted us to 
be sure of what we wanted and what we were saying, but I like you 
y/n. There’s no denying that,” 

And you remember his break up with Nancy. You’d seen it with your 
own two eyes that night. Nancy was drunk and Steve looked so hurt 
but Nancy couldn’t filter her thoughts. She said whatever she wanted 
to and she didn’t care if it would hurt Steve’s feelings. They left after 
that but you couldn’t imagine things got better. You found out at 
school later that they’d officially ended things between them. 


“Pm sure I want you” you tell Steve, and you kiss him, like you’ve 
been wanting to for the past few months and he kisses you back. You 
stumble back into bed with him and you spend the next few minutes 
kissing until you both fall asleep entangled in each other’s embrace. 
You couldn’t be happier. 


4. Chapter 4 


The next morning you had to rush home to get ready for your shift at 
the diner. You and Steve had kissed again before you left his house 
and you promised to bring him a burger when you left work. 


You spent the first few hours of your shift filling coffee cups and 
delivering pancakes almost on autopilot, your mind only on Steve 
and last night. But when noon rolled around the diner got busier and 
you were forced to actually pay attention to what was happening 
around you. Max even stopped in, and you gave her an order of fries 
and a chocolate milkshake on the house, like always. You 
contemplated telling her about Steve but felt like it was too soon. 


You decided to ask about Billy instead. “How’s he doing?” you asked. 
“Fine? Same as always I guess,” she replied shrugging. 

“He’s not still bothering you about Lucas, is he?” 

“No,” she laughed, “And he won’t if he knows what’s good for him,” 
You smiled along with her, glad that she was so independent and 
could easily take care of herself. You wished you could’ve been more 
like her when you were younger. 

“Y/N,” Max said suddenly, “do you like my brother?” 

“Oh! Not particularly...” you faltered. You knew Max didn’t like him 
much either but no one likes it when someone insults their family 
member. 

“Why not?” 

“He’s just so aggressive,” you said awkwardly, “I’m sorry”. 

“He wasn’t with you,” she said back. 

“What?” 

“When you guys shared the bed...” she looks guilty but she 
continues, “I saw you that morning. The way he was holding you. I 
wasn’t trying to snoop but I thought you’d be awake so I came down 
to see if you wanted to have breakfast together and-” 

“Hey Max,” you cut off her rambling, “you don’t have to explain. Pm 
not mad.” You thought about what she asked you, “do you like your 
brother, Max?” 

“Sometimes. Like when I saw him with you. It reminds me that he’s 
not all that bad...,” 

“He’s just misunderstood?” You suggested. 


Max smiled, “Exactly!” 

“Pm glad he has a sister like you,” you told her, genuinely meaning 
it. You wanted him to be a better brother to her but you knew 
someone needed to see the good in him for him to want to be better 
in general. 

Suddenly you felt bad about dismissing him on your way to Steve’s 
yesterday. You sighed. It wasn’t like you could do anything about it 
now. 


Max finished up her fries and milkshake while you helped other 
customers. At one point a kid knocked over a salt shaker. The 
cleanup wasn’t too bad but you wanted to dispose of the broken glass 
immediately so you took the pieces out to the dumpster. To your 
surprise you found Billy smoking in the back alley. 

“What the hell are you doing here?” you exclaimed in shock. To be 
fair, it was strange. Who smokes next to a dumpster, as if the smell of 
cigarettes wasn’t bad enough? 

“Y/l/n, a pleasure as always,” he puts out the cigarette under his 
foot. 

“What are you doing here?” You ask again. 

“Tm here to pick Max up,” he says. 

“She’s inside,” you point out the obvious, “That way,” you point 
toward the front doors. 

“I wanted a smoke first,” 

You wrinkle your nose in distaste. You can’t help it. Billy notices and 
advances toward you. His eyes suddenly hardened. 

“You think you’re so much better than me, don’t you?” 

You back away but end up pushing yourself against the building, 
Billy moving closer until there’s only a few inches of space between 
you two. 

“T never said that,” you stammer, hoping you don’t sound as helpless 
as you feel. 

He moves his face even closer to yours, closing the gap by that much 
more, “But it’s what you think,” 

“You don’t know what I think,” you whisper harshly, but you look 
away, unable to meet his eyes. 

“So tell me,” he moves his hand to your chin, moves it up slightly so 
you’re forced to look at him. 

It snaps you out of your fear. How dare he touch you?! 

You shove him hard, “Get the fuck back,” you say, leaving him in the 


alley. 
You think you hear him mumble something sarcastic about Steve on 
your way back inside but you don’t bother asking him to clarify. 


A few minutes later you hear honking from outside and see Max get 
up to go. You're still in the kitchen, grabbing a plate for another table 
trying to shake off what happened moments ago, but you wave with 
your free hand when she catches your eye. You can’t believe how 
different she and her brother are. 


When your shift ends you grab a burger for Steve and a grilled cheese 
for yourself, an order of fries and two milkshakes. It seemed too 
coupley to split just one so soon, but you’d like to, at some point. You 
load the food into your car, place the milkshakes carefully into the 
cup holders, and drive to Steve’s. There’s a car in the driveway you 
don’t recognize, but you park on the street and walk up to the house 
anyway. 

You think you see Nancy in one of the windows but it can’t be. What 
would she be doing here? Especially since she was with Jonathan 
now? 


You knock on the door, only carrying the bag. You’d bring the 
milkshakes up later. You didn’t want to drop anything on your way. 
When the door opens you see Steve. 

“Hey!” You say cheerfully! 

“Y/n! How was work?” Steve seems distracted but you could be 
imagining it. 

“Okay,” you answer honestly, “I brought us some food!” You hold up 
the bag. 

“Oh shit y/n, right now’s a bad time,” 

“But I thought we decided-“ 

“Nancy showed up out of the blue. She wants to talk about Barb. 
Apparently they’re gonna go public about what happened to her and 
she wants me to know the story in case someone questions it.” 

At least he wasn’t keeping Nancy a secret, but you didn’t think it was 
fair for her to blame whatever happened to Barb on Steve. From what 
you heard, Nancy was the one who begged Barb to go with her the 
day she disappeared and Nancy was the one who left her alone 
outside. 

Instead you said, “Sure, no problem”. You didn’t own Steve. He could 


talk to his ex if he wanted to. “Did you still want?” You held up the 
bag again. He smiled wide. 

“If you don’t mind?” 

“No problem,” you said again, handing him the bag. You felt too 
awkward to take out your grilled cheese so you left it for him. You 
could make your own at home anyway. Your mom was the original 
chef at the diner and all the recipes were stowed away in one of the 
kitchen cabinets. Maybe you’d make tomato soup as well, now that 
you needed more comforting. 

Steve pulled you in for a quick kiss before closing the door. “Ill call 
you later,” he promised. 


You didn’t know how to feel as you made your way back to your car, 
especially when you saw the two milkshakes. You couldn’t go back to 
drop them off. As you stared at them, you found yourself on the road 
to Max’s house, but it wasn’t Max you wanted to see. 


When you arrived at their house, you knew you made a mistake. It 
was a weekend night, there was no way Billy would be home and 
honestly who just shows up to deliver someone a milkshake? You 
were acting irrationally so you decided to leave, when you smelled 
cigarette smoke. 

“y/l/n, what brings you to my humble abode?” 

“Is Max here?” You ask, remembering your conversation from earlier. 
“She’s at the Wheeler’s,” he says coming closer. It’s dark but he’s 
stepped in front of the house porch lights so you can see him clearly, 
“but you knew that, didn’t you?” 

You did. She told you before she left that all the kids were starting a 
new campaign at the Wheeler’s that night. But Billy didn’t need to 
know that. 

“I don’t keep tabs on her like that,” you say, “but since I’m here, do 
you want to... I have an extra... forget it,” you grumble walking 
away toward your car, and to your surprise Billy laughs and jogs up 
next to you. 

“You have an extra what?” 

“Milkshake,” you say. At this point you’re at your car. You reach in 
and grab the two milkshakes, offer Billy one. He looks back at his 
house and then takes it. “Okay well that’s all,” you move to the driver 
side of your car but Billy catches you by a loop on your jeans. You 
swat his hand away and he laughs again. You like that you can make 


him laugh. “You don’t learn your lesson do you?” 

“Never,” he says. Then he adds, “but I am sorry about today. I 
shouldn’t have ganged up on you like that. I was- wasn’t in a good 
place.” 

“You’re never in a good place Billy,” You roll your eyes. He seems to 
take it badly, and you realize a moment too late that you messed up. 
“T didn’t mean it like that. It was a bad joke. I’m sorry too for shoving 
you. And thank you for apologizing.” 

Billy smiles and finally takes a sip of his milkshake and you follow 
suit. 

The two of you sip silently for a while. Then Billy pulls out a 
cigarette and a lighter but you put your hand over the cigarette 
before he can light it. “These will kill you Billy.” You take the 
cigarette from his hand and pocket it. 

“If you wanted a bum, I'd have been happy to offer you one y/1/n” 
“Y/n,” you correct. “And I’m not stealing your cigs, I’m confiscating 
them.” 

“T mean I’ve still got the rest of this pack so you didn’t do a very good 
job” he produces the pack and you reach out to grab it. He holds it 
above his head and you’re too short so you reach to grab it but once 
it’s evident you won’t get it, you stop. Huff a little bit. 

You put your hand out in front of you, palms up. “Cigarettes. Now.” 
To your surprise he places the pack in your hands. You pocket it 
smiling smugly. Then a thought crosses your mind and you’re wide 
eyed, looking at Billy with genuine concern. “You won’t just buy 
another, will you?” 

And before you know what’s happening, Billy kisses you but it’s over 
as soon as it starts. 

Youw’re both startled. 

“Tm seeing someone” you say at the same time he says he’s sorry. 
“Doubly sorry then,” he seems disappointed. 

“That's okay...” you say awkwardly, “I better get going actually,” 
“Sure, come visit some other time?” he asks. You hesitate unsure of 
what to make of this whole situation. “As friends,” he adds. 

Okay, you nod. You could do as friends. “Sure, if you’d like.” 

“Tf it’s easier I could visit you at yours?” 

“If you'd like,” you say again. You’ve never known a Billy like this 
one, so vulnerable. You don’t want him to think you don’t appreciate 
it. “I’d be happy to have you over!” You add more jovially. You think 
of Billy’s dad again and the reasons why he might want a home away 


from home... or at least somewhere to turn to. It’s not like the two of 
you were that close but you’d provide refuge if needed. 

Billy smiles and you find yourself growing fond of how he looks 
when he does. “Sweet. Thanks for the milkshake,” he says. 

“Thanks for the cigs,” you say in response. You’re in your car now 
and you drive off with a wave. When you get home, you dump his 
cigarettes in the trash. 


That night you think about Steve and you feel a tremendous amount 
of guilt. You hadn’t done anything wrong of course. It was Billy who 
kissed you and you let him know as soon as he stopped that you 
weren't available. But you still felt guilty because you were worried 
your actions caused Billy to think otherwise. You shouldn’t have told 
him you’d swing by again or let him visit you, even as friends. You 
suspected Billy was the type who confused friendship for romantic 
interest and you knew he’d blow his top if he found out that your 
boyfriend was none other than Steve Harrington. But you weren’t 
even sure Steve was your boyfriend, especially after he canceled your 
plans to chat with Nancy. Although to be fair, it wasn’t like he could 
avoid the Barb conversation forever, even if you thought it was 
settled. 


You were driving yourself crazy with your thoughts and as though 
you willed it, the phone rang. 


“Hey sweetie, how are things at home?” 

“Mom!” You say, rejoiced, “everything’s okay. I just miss you and dad 
so much! Are you coming back soon?” 

They usually called when they were on their way back. 

“That’s why we called actually. We’re not,” your heart sank. They’d 
been gone for two weeks already. “There’s been some construction 
complications. Some of the structures aren’t as mandated and it’s 
taking longer than we thought to work through the issues”. 

“Can’t the franchisees take care of it,” you beg knowing the answer 
already. 

“They can’t. They’re new to this too, baby you know that. We’re the 
vets and it’s my name up on that sign. We can’t leave them like this,” 
You didn’t say how you felt. That they couldn’t leave the franchisees 
but they could leave you. Time and time again. 

“How much longer do you think you'll be gone?” You ask defeated 


and almost not wanting to know the answer. 

“T don’t know, another 2 weeks. Hopefully less!” Which meant, 
probably more. 

“Okay,” you hang up as she says she misses you. 


5. Chapter 5 


You spent the next few days at Steve’s house. After your parents 
called he invited you over to spend the night and you accepted 
regardless of what that would mean for your relationship. 

His parents were home when they weren’t at work but they didn’t 
seem to mind having you around. Your and Steve’s parents attended 
the same country club and his mother liked having someone around 
to help with the cooking. You and Steve slept in separate rooms of 
course. They still didn’t know the two of you were together although 
Steve had snuck into the guest room almost every night you were 
there and held you while you slept. You cuddled into him and didn’t 
feel alone for the first time in a long time. 


The fourth night you were there, you decided would be your last. 
Steve held you as you told him. 

“I think I’m gonna head back to mine tomorrow,” 

“No, why?” He mumbled sleepily into your neck. 

You smiled, “I can’t stay here forever. I’ve already been here long 
enough. Your parents-“ 

“They don’t care y/n, I’m telling you,” he seemed more awake now. 
“They like having you here and they can feel like they’re doing a 
favor for your parents since you’re by yourself anyway,” 

“Yeah but I feel like I’m taking advantage of them,” 

“You’re not,” 

“They don’t even know you're sneaking into this room every night,” 
“We could tell them,” 

“Your parents aren’t that cool Steve. No one’s are.” 

“T know,” he said, kissing your shoulder. “I just want you to stay.” 
You turn around and face him, “It’s time for me to go back home. 
Honestly, I shouldn’t have stayed this long to begin with but you’re 
just so damn addicting.” 

The two of you laugh but his eyes fill with questions. You answer 
them, “Pll be fine. You’re still here. I know I have you, and my 
parents said they’ll be back in another week or so. Plus I have the 
diner to keep me busy. God knows Mark’s been begging me to come 
back and pick up a few shifts,” 

“Are you sure?” He asks seriously. 

“Pm so sure,” you find his hand and squeeze it, overjoyed to have 


someone like Steve in your life. 


The next morning you get ready to work a shift at the diner and pack 
up the few things you’d brought with you. On the ride there you 
think about what Steve’s mom had said when you told her you were 
leaving. 

“Well come back anytime,” she said, “you’re like the daughter I never 
had,” 

“T hope not,” you said jokingly and without thinking. You floundered 
to come up with an excuse while Steve laughed in the back. 

Yeah. There was no way you would tell his parents you both were 
dating. Not yet at least. 


When you walked into the diner, Frankie, the chef accosted you. 
“That girl’s stopped by here everyday to see you, you know? We 
didn’t know what to tell her.” 

A jolt of guilt hits you. Max. You hadn’t talk to her since the last time 
she visited the diner. 

“Oh shoot,” you say. “Can I use the phone then? Pl call her.” 

“You could’ve called her earlier. She seemed worried.” 

“T know. I-“ you hesitate but tell the truth, “I was in a bad place,” 
“Boss?” Frankie asked. She always referred to your parents as boss. 
She said it was important to maintain boundaries. That’s why she 
didn’t bother to ask any questions after you nodded your head. “Well, 
you know where the phone is, better make that call before the place 
gets busy,” 


“Y/n! Where have you been? I’ve missed you!” Max says. You were 
grateful her mother answered the phone and gave it to Max without a 
fuss. Her stepfather always played 20 questions, but you supposed 
there was nothing wrong with being overprotective of your young 
daughter, especially after everything that had happened in your little 
town. 

“[’ve missed you too Max! I wasn’t feeling well so I took a few days 
off, sorry I didn’t get back to you til now,” you say. It wasn’t an 
entire lie but you’re not sure why you're being so secretive. Max told 
you things about her family, surely you could do the same? You 
didn’t want to worry her, you justified. Your problems shouldn’t 
become her burden. 

“Oh that’s okay, are you calling from the diner?” Max asked 


hopefully. 

“Yeah, I’m there now actually. PIL be here til 2 if you and/or Lucas 
wanna swing around.” 

“I don’t hang out with Lucas 24/7 you know,” you could hear her 
rolling her eyes. 

“Oh you’ve got a new man already?” You teased. 

“Shut up! El and I'll probably stop by around noon for burgers and 
fries, if that’s cool?” 

“Oh!” You were surprised. You didn’t know the two of them hung out 
like that. In fact, Max had told you she didn’t think Eleven liked her. 
“Yeah,” you said. “That’s cool.” 

“Awesome! So I'll see you then!” she hung up and you tied your 
apron around your waist, ready to start your shift. 


That morning was uneventful. You served coffee, pancakes, more 
coffee, occasionally some fruit for the more health conscious women 
that came in, like Mrs. Wheeler and her friends. 

Max showed up at noon on the dot. You knew her order by heart but 
you had to ask Eleven what she’d like and she didn’t seem sure. 

“She likes waffles, right El?” 

Eleven nodded. 

“We serve a mean plate of chicken and waffles. It’s a breakfast thing, 
I think, but we’re a diner so you could eat breakfast at 10pm and no 
one would say a thing. How’s that sound?” You showed her the 
image on the menu and she seemed to like it. She nodded again. 
“Anything to drink?” 

“Umm lemonade,” she asks. 

“Lemonade it is.” You finish writing down the order and hand it over 
to Frankie. “Order up” you say. You don’t ring up the items in the 
register, you never do for Max. Then you tell Frankie to throw in a 
grilled cheese for you. You might as well join the girls as they eat. It’s 
slow enough. 


The food comes out hot and the three of you chow down with gusto. 
“T love chicken and waffles,” Eleven says with her eyes wide. 

“Pm glad!” You tell her genuinely please. You knew there was a lot 
she still has to learn about herself and you were happy to be a part of 
that journey. “How are you and Mike?” you ask. “Heard you guys 
went to the Snow Ball together,” you raise your eyebrows 
suggestively but hope Eleven knows youre joking. 


“Yes,” she says, “we did, and he is fine and so am I.” 


Okay so maybe she didn’t. Max butts in “She means how are you 
guys like how are me and Lucas,” Max rolls her eyes. “We’re good in 
case you were wondering. We’re going to see a movie tonight.” 

You laugh, “I was wondering, thanks for volunteering that 
information. What movie?” 

“Does it matter?” 

“Max!” You scold, “At your age it totally matters, don’t tell your 
sneaking into the theater to make out!” You roll your eyes now and 
Max genuinely blushes. 

“No I was just messing with you gosh! We’ve barely had our first kiss. 
El’s moving toward make-out town faster than I am!” She shoves 
Eleven playfully. 

“Where is make-out town?” She asks. 

“No where close to where you're at now,” you tell her sternly. You 
didn’t think it was right, her getting into a relationship so soon, 
especially considering she didn’t even know what things like ‘make 
out? meant. “Jesus, am I gonna have to talk to Mike about 
boundaries?” You say semi jokingly but semi annoyed. 

“T like Mike,” Eleven says. 

“I know you do,” you sigh, “I’m sorry. You spend your time with 
whoever makes you happy. You deserve it after saving the world,” 
Eleven blushes and Max reaffirms what you said. 

After some more chatting a family walked in and you left to take 
their order. You end up waiting on them till the end of your shift. By 
that time the girls have gone and you didn’t even get to ask Max 
about Billy. You hadn’t thought about him since the... last time you 
saw him and some part of you felt guilty at how easily you forgot 
him. 


You decided that you’d pay him a visit as you left work and got in 
your car to go to his house. Before you leave you run back inside to 
grab yourself two milkshakes. 

As usual you second guess everything on your drive to his house. You 
guys left things rather awkwardly and you didn’t even know what 
Billy’s definition of friendship was. Surely he didn’t think you meant 
friends with benefits? You told him you were seeing someone so it 
couldn’t be. But Billy didn’t seem to have any female friends that he 
hadn’t slept with or planned on sleeping with. Was this all a set up to 


get into your pants? Were you flattering yourself by thinking Billy 
was even into you like that? Did he even know how to be just friends 
with someone? 


You were pulled out of your thoughts when his house came into 
view. You heard loud yelling from inside, two men going at it with 
each other. You parked your car on the road and tiptoed your way to 
a window. You didn’t think Billy would appreciate your spying on 
him but you were worried he’d need help. 

When you peered inside you saw his dad’s fist connect with Billy’s 
face. You gasped and slid your back down the wall. You could hear 
Billy apologizing in between punches. It broke your heart. You sat on 
the ground outside the window for a few moments longer before you 
got to your senses. You raced back to your car trying your hardest not 
to be seen and then drove up to the house again. You knocked on the 
door as loudly as you could and Billy’s father answered. 

“What do you want?” 

“Sorry to bother you Mr. Hargrove. I was wondering, is Max here? I 
was hoping we could go out for a movie.” 

“She’s not here,” he moves to slam the door shut but you want to 
give Billy more time. 

“Do you know where she is?” 

“Didn’t she go to the diner to see you?” He seemed annoyed. 

“She did, but that was two hours ago, we decided we’d meet up again 
later today since I wasn’t done with my shift,” Through a crack in the 
door you see Billy. He’s peeked his head out of his room to see who 
was at the door. His eyes widen when he sees you. 

You look at him as you speak, “I figured she would’ve came back 
here, maybe through the back door so you didn’t notice she’s in,” 
“Are you asking me to fucking check? I think Pd notice if my 
daughter was in my house,” 

“That’s a shame, Id really like to see her right now,” your eyes plead 
with Billy who finally seems to get your message. 

You can tell Mr. Hargrove is losing his patience. “Well she’s not 
fucking here and next time call before you come over,” he slams the 
door in your face. 


You sneak your way to the backdoor just as Billy opens it. Any trace 
of vulnerability on his face is gone. He doesn’t look like a boy that 
was getting beat on by his father. He looks like he got in a fight with 


some kids from school. 

“Took your time to come see me y/1/n” he says coolly. 

You grab his hand and drag him toward your car. “Let’s go now,” you 
tell him. 

His expression changes. He knows what you saw. 


6. Chapter 6 


Once you’ve reached your car, he pulls out of your grasp. 

“What were you doing here?” 

“Not now Billy. Please just get in the car before your dad starts some 
shit again.” 

“He won’t- He’s probably drinking in the living room now in front of 
the TV,” Billy says and youre saddened at the idea that this is 
routine. 

“I don’t want you staying here,” you tell him, crossing your arms 
across your chest. “Get in the car”. 

“No, okay. Who the fuck do you think you are y/1/n?” 

You’re not fazed. You were ready for this kind of a reaction. You 
knew he’d push you away. 

“Pm your friend,” you tell him, “and friends trust each other. Please 
Billy. Get in the car”. 

You didn’t think he’d do it. You thought for sure he’d storm off but to 
your surprise, he gets in. 

“So where we headed?” he asks when you start the car. 

You didn’t know. “Let’s just drive,” you tell him, offering him the 
milkshake in the cup holder. 

Billy takes it and you see him smile slightly. “Whatever you say,” he 
says coolly. 

You turn on the radio and music blasts through the speakers as you 
go zooming down the road toward the highway. 

You’re on route to the beach. Well, it’s not really a beach. It’s 
manmade, there’s some sand, a body of water. It’s a playground to be 
completely honest, but it’s chilly enough that you’re sure no one 
would be there, and it might remind Billy of California. Although 
you’re not sure if he’d appreciate that or not. 

“Have you been this way before?” you ask him. 

“Only on my way out of town,” he says above the music. You lessen 
the volume. 

“What do you think of Hawkins anyway?” 

“This place is a shithole,” you’re about to interrupt when he says, 
“but some parts aren’t so bad. The bar,” he says, and then more 
quietly, “the diner”. 

You smile in spite of yourself. “You go to the diner often huh?” 
“Everyday the past few days,” he says back, looking at you, and you 


feel guilty. “Max needed a ride,” he says, taking the attention away 
from him. 

“Pm sorry, I wasn’t-” He waves his hand and you’re grateful he 
doesn’t need an explanation. You’re not really sure what you'd tell 
him anyway. You drive in silence for a few minutes longer when you 
pull off the highway and into a park. “Okay, follow me,” you tell 
him, getting out of your car and walking down toward the sand. As 
you predicted no one was there, the two of you had the place to 
yourselves. 

When you reach the water, Billy looks around, surprised. “No way,” 
he says. 

“Its not- It’s not really that fancy. Like this is it,” you gesture around 
you. 

“Better than nothing,” Billy shrugs, sitting down. He takes his shoes 
off and buries his feet in the sand. 

“Oh shit, let me get a blanket from the car, you shouldn’t have to-” 
yow’re turning away but Billy grabs your hand and pulls you down to 
his eye-level. 

“Does sitting on sand bother you?” 

“Well no, but-” 

“It doesn’t bother me either,” 

You smile and sit down next to him, making sure to leave a few 
inches of space between you. You want to bring up what happened, 
but you’re not sure if Billy would even talk about it. You decide to let 
him bring it up himself, not sure when that would be, if ever. For 
now, you just wanted to be something good in Billy’s life. Something 
good that he’d be willing to accept, and if that meant not pushing 
things, you wouldn’t. You’d give him all the time he needed. 


The two of you listen to the water lap against the sand, when 
suddenly he lays down on his back. You turn to look down at his 
face. There’s a bruise forming from where he was punched. You 
notice how most of his face is bruised up or cut, but healing. You 
always thought they were from fights at school, but now you’re not 
so sure. Maybe a mix. 

He notices you staring, “Like what you see?” 

“Not really,” you answer honestly. 

He sighs and closes his eyes. You will him to tell you something, 
anything. But he doesn’t. 

“So who’s this you’re dating?” He asks instead. 


It throws you off guard, “Huh?” you ask. 

“Last time, when we- I mean, you said you were seeing someone,” 
“Yeah, I am.” 

“You gonna tell me who it is or...” 

You don’t want to, not because you’re ashamed of Steve. You’d shout 
your love for him from the rooftops if you could, but... You thought 
back to that night at the Byers. How genuinely scared you were that 
Billy would kill Steve in his rage or, at the very least, hospitalize him. 
You didn’t want to associate the two together ever again, not in real 
life, not even in your mind. 

“Okay fine, don’t tell me,” he says after a few seconds of silence. “I 
already know anyway”. 

“If you know, then don’t ask,” you say coldly. Did he really know? 
You hung out with other guys, it could’ve been any of them. 

“Sorry,” he says elongating the Y. “Clearly, he doesn’t keep you 
satisfied,” 

You roll your eyes, “He does more than keep me satisfied,” you say 
back. “Besides from what I’ve heard, you’re the one who leaves 
women high and dry,” 

“Why don’t you try me out?” 

“You’d like that wouldn’t you?” 

“That’s why I asked,” he laughs and you’re not sure if this counts as 
flirting. “Here,” he pats the sand next to him. “Lie back,” 

“Not in your dreams,” 

“Too late,” 

“What?” 

“Tt’s not like that Y/N,” he’s exasperated. “Lie back and look up at the 
sky,” 

You relent. You scooch down next to him, your hair in the sand. Billy 
still inches away from you. It’s almost sunset. The sky is alive with 
bright pinks and purples and orange but it’s getting darker by the 
minute. 

“Do you have somewhere to go tonight?” you ask, turning to face 
him. 

“Are you asking me out?” 

“Pm serious. Somewhere... safe.” You’re not sure if that’s the right 
word to use, but it’s what you say. 

“Back home, I guess,” he’s still looking up at the sky. 

“No Billy, you can’t- I mean...” you trail off, frustrated and confused. 
“Tt’s no big deal. He’s right anyway. I should toughen up.” 


“He’s wrong. You’re a human being. We’re not supposed to be tough 
all the time. You’re allowed to feel things.” He still won’t look at you, 
so you gently turn his face toward you, “Look at me please,” 

“No,” He says looking away again, “I can’t.” 

“Of course you can Billy, we’re friends right? Don’t you trust me?” 

“T don’t know Y/N,” he sits up again and you follow. 

“You don’t know if we’re friends or you don’t know if you trust me?” 
“Both!” He throws his arms up dramatically. “Look a few days ago 
you hated me. Now you're asking if we’re friends?” 

“Things change Billy. People can change and so can their feelings.” 
“Well I hate change. When anything changes, everything falls to 
shit.” He puts his face in his hands and groans in pain or frustration. 
You can’t tell for sure. 

“Not always,” you say, “Change can be good. I'll prove it to you,” you 
put your arms around him and lean into his shoulder. He doesn’t say 
anything but he doesn’t shrug you off either. “Come on,” you tell 
him, “T’ll drop you off wherever you want.” 


Once the two of you are back in your car, Billy tells you he wants to 
go to the bar. 

“The one we're too young to legally enter?” you ask. 

“It’s fine, they don’t even ID,” but you’re skeptical. Billy may not get 
ID’d but your dad is friends with the man who owns the bar. He’d 
even come over a few times when your parents hosted their annual 
Christmas party. He’d definitely recognize you and rat you out to 
your parents. 

“Why do you even wanna go?” 

“Tt’s got a nice vibe, and I could use a drink,” 

“T have drinks at home,” you tell him. 

“So you’re inviting me back to yours?” 

“Well...” you didn’t want Billy coming over. At least not after 
sundown. You had to draw a line somewhere, and inviting Billy back 
to your home for the second time was crossing that line. You realized 
that you never even mentioned Billy to Steve, mostly because when 
you were with him you didn’t even think about Billy, but not telling 
him now felt snakey. “What about the diner?” 

“Can I get a drink at the diner?” 

“Yeah! We have lots of drinks, milkshakes, soda, fresh orange juice,” 
you smile back at him. You know what he means by drink, but you’ve 
seen Billy drunk before and you don’t want to deal with that right 


now. 
As if he can read your mind he says, “I don’t plan on getting shitfaced 
if that’s what you’re worried about.” 

“T was,” you tell him honestly, “but also I just can’t go to the bar. My 
parents know the owner and they wouldn’t be too happy if he told 
them I stopped by. Why do you want to drink so bad anyway? It’s not 
good for you.” 

He sighs, “it’s been a tough day, and you took my cigs. The least you 
could do is let me have a drink,” he jokes but you detect the defeat in 
his voice. 

“Fine, we can go to the bar, but I won’t be drinking with you so don’t 
get any ideas. Pll be waiting in the car. Just come out when you’re 
done.” You’re just passing the bar so you make a sharp turn to get 
into the lot and park farther away but close enough that you can see 
through the window. “Go,” you order and Billy smiles gratefully. 
“You're the best y/I/n, you know that?” 

“T know,” you say smugly but he’s already on his way inside. 


You watch him from inside your car, not like there’s anything else to 
do anyway but then you see a familiar car in the lot. Specifically, 
Steve’s. But what would he be doing at the bar? 

He didn’t go to the bar, at least as far as you knew, and he said he 
was busy tonight. You assumed he meant with his friends at his place 
or theirs, maybe with Dustin, but you didn’t expect him to be here. 

A pang of guilt hits you as you look for him in the building. You hope 
to god he and Billy don’t notice each other. You’re not sure how Billy 
would react and you haven’t really told Steve about your new 
friendship with the man who beat him unconscious just a few weeks 
ago. 

Maybe that wasn’t his car after all, you hope, but with no luck. You 
finally see Steve, chatting with the bartender when Billy interrupts 
them asking for a drink. 

So... they’ve definitely noticed each other. 


7. Chapter 7 


You watched them from inside your car, and so far, so good. Steve 
continued talking to the bartender, and Billy had been sipping away 
at his drink. He eventually got up and you were so worried he’d say 
something to Steve that you didn’t even realize you’d been holding 
your breath. But he just walked over to the pool tables in the back of 
the bar. You couldn’t see him anymore since he’d disappeared into 
the shadows, but, on the other hand, it looked like Steve had finished 
his conversation with the bartender and was heading out. 


You’re so overjoyed at how things turn out (or how they didn’t) that 
you leapt out of your car and call him over to you. 

“Steve!” you say, “It’s me! What are you doing here?” 

Steve laughs and makes his way over to you. “I know it’s you,” he 
boops you on the nose, and you laugh. You’re leaning against your 
car and pull him closer to you, wrapping your arms loosely around 
his waist. “I was asking for a job,” he says, wrapping his arms around 
you as well. 

“Here?” you ask genuinely confused. “You’re not even 21 yet, and if 
you want a job, we’re always hiring at the diner. Why don’t you 
apply? Then we could see each other more often,” You bring him 
closer to you, hugging him. 

“Pd love that, but I can’t. Pd feel weird, working a job where your 
dad’s basically the one who’s paying me,” 

“He wouldn’t mind,” you say into his chest, but Steve shaked his 
head, one of his hands stroking your hair. 

“He probably would once we tell him we’re dating, which I want to 
do soon by the way. Whenever they get back. Anyway, don’t worry, 
I'll find something,” he pulls away and kisses you. You kiss him back, 
but it’s short. You’re not a huge fan of PDA, and only seedy people 
visit the bar anyway. You’d rather not give them what they want. 
“Anyway, what are you doing here?” 

You sigh, “I brought Billy Hargrove here for a drink.” 

Steve looks taken aback but he gives you the benefit of the doubt, 
“Should I be worried?” he says, semi-seriously. 

“No!” you punch him softly. “Of course not. It’s just-” 

You keep it vague, telling him about what happened that night after 
he blacked out, which he already knew about more or less. But you 


also tell him about how Billy seemed different than you expected, 
and how you were worried something bad was happening to him, 
and that your suspicions were confirmed earlier today. You didn’t go 
into details, because as much as Steve was your boyfriend and as 
much as you trusted him, it didn’t feel right telling him someone 
else’s personal issues. 


“Wow,” he says when yow’re done, “You’re...” 

You interrupt him, scared to hear what he’ll react. “Are you mad, or 
upset or something? I know I should’ve told you earlier but-” 

“No, no, no,” Steve shushes you, brings you into his chest. “I’m not 
mad y/n. I know how much you care about other people, and I’m 
also not mad that you didn’t tell me sooner. Quite frankly, it’s none 
of my business,” he pulls away and looks into your eyes. “And I was 
gonna say you're amazing.” 

“Really?” 

“Yeah, you always find the good in people. Even assholes like 
Hargrove. I'd say that’s pretty amazing.” 

You laugh and pull Steve in for another kiss. “You’re amazing Steve.” 
And your heart sings. 


You’d love to stay with Steve for longer, but it’s getting late and you 
still have to take Billy home, or anywhere else for that matter. 

You and Steve say your goodbyes and you wait for Billy to come out 
of the bar, but... he never does. 

Minutes go by, which soon turns to almost an hour. You admit that 
you lost track of time when you were with Steve, but it couldn’t take 
longer than an hour to finish a beer, could it? You don’t want to go 
in, but it’s getting late. Your watch says it’s 11:56pm, and you were 
really hoping to be home before midnight, or at the very least, away 
from a place like this. 

You decide to wait a few more minutes, but the longer you wait, the 
more crowded the bar gets. It’s time to go in. You sigh and walk out 
of your car, holding your keys in between your fingers just in case, 
but you don’t even get to the front door before it opens, and Billy get 
kicked out, literally. 

He face-plants a few feet away from you and you rush over to help 
him. 


“And stay out!” a man says, the same bartender Steve was talking to 
before, “You’re permanently banned”. 

“What did he do?” You ask the man but he just rolls his eyes and 
walks back inside. 

You grab Billy by his collar, but his head lolls around and you steady 
it with a hand on his cheek. He reeks of alcohol. “What did you do?” 
you ask him. He jerks away from you and tries to stand up. He makes 
it a few steps before he falls back on his knees. “Billy, we agreed on 
one drink!” 

“I did have one drink,” he slurs, “shix times.” and then he laughs 
cruelly like you’re the butt of the joke. 

“This isn’t funny,” you yell. “What did you do?! Why did they ban 
you?” 

“Just broke some. S’not a big deal. Just take me back to yours and [ll 
sleep it off princess.” 

“What?! If you think I’m bringing you back to my house like this, 
you're out of your mind.” You’re mad at him, but you know you can’t 
leave him, regardless of how much you want to. You’ll figure out a 
way to sober him up. 

“Aww, you don’t like me anymore?” he says. You don’t answer. You 
focus on getting him standing, then wrap one of his arms around 
your shoulder and walk him to your car. He’s resisting the whole way 
through, but he’s so drunk it’s futile. “Oh wait,” he continues, “You 
never did. You only like Steve. King Shteve!” he shouts into the 
parking lot, before shoving you away again. 

“Stop,” you tell him, “I’m really not in the mood for this.” At this 
point, you’ve gotten him into your passenger seat. You put on his 
seatbelt and then get into the driver seat. You step into your car and 
hear Billy mumble to himself, “I hate Steve,” 

This stops you. “What?” you ask. 

“T fucking hate your boyfriend!” he yells so loud that you flinch, “Did 
you hear me that time?!” There’s so much anger and animosity in his 
voice. He’s dead serious and it breaks your heart. 

“Tm taking you home Billy,” you tell him, ‘I can’t do this anymore.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Thanks to everyone who's been reading. I don't plan 
to stop this story any time soon but, for future 
reference, are you guys team Steve or team Billy? 


8. Chapter 8 


You took him to the diner before you took him home. It was the last 
thing you’d do for him, you told yourself. Once he was sobered up, 
you drove him home in silence, and he made his way inside his 
house. You stayed after for a few minutes to make sure that no one 
would wake up. You were scared of what his father would say with 
him showing up so late at night, but it seemed like everyone was 
already asleep and Billy was as quiet as a mouse making his way 
inside. 


As you're about to leave, a light turns on and you brace yourself. But 
someone just walks out and runs up to your car. Max. You open the 
door to chat with her. 

“What are you doing up Max? You should be asleep,” 

“T guess I was waiting for Billy...” she says, and you smile. He’s got 
someone on his side, even if he doesn’t realize it. Then she says, “You 
know he didn’t mean whatever he said or did tonight. He’s just like 
this.” 

Your smile disappears. “Did he tell you what happened?” 

“No, but he said he fucked up big time.” 

“Language.” 

“Tm just quoting him,” she says, putting her hands up and you giggle. 
Max always knows how to cheer you up. 

“Okay,” you say, “So he didn’t mean it. But now what? He’s just 
gonna do it again, and again, and again,” 

Max winces, “Maybe not. You’ve got to believe in him. That he can 
be better. I do.” 

“Look Max, I should've told you this sooner, but Steve and I are 
dating now,” you tell her. Her eyes go wide and you’re somewhat 
hurt. “That shocked huh?” 

“No!” she exclaims, “Not at all, I just- Well, I thought...” she shakes 
her head. “So how’s that going to work with you and Billy being 
friends now and all,” 

“Its not,” you tell her. “I thought it would, but Billy... he's being 
unreasonable. He's acting like-” you don’t know what to say. 

You’re not sure yourself what’s actually going on in his head. Have 
you been leading him on this whole time, did he think your attempt 
at friendship was just a means to get into each other's pants? But it 


couldn’t be. You already had this chat. You already told him your 
intentions, and you told him about your boyfriend. “He kissed me,” 
you finish. 

Max eyes go even wider. “He kissed you?! Billy, my brother, kissed 
you?” 

“Yes.” 

“When?! Tonight?” 

“No, a few days back. I told him I was dating someone and today he 
found out it was Steve, or maybe he always knew. I don't know. But 
then he must’ve saw us outside the bar. Together. I thought he was in 
the back playing pool, but...” you feel guilty, even though you have 
no reason to. And then you're angry. “I don’t know how to be friends 
with Billy and date Steve, when Billy acts so hostile toward Steve. It's 
not like Steve even does anything to provoke him. I can't see why it's 
so hard for him to be civil, or at the very least, just ignore him. I 
don't even bring up Steve when I'm around him.” You're rambling but 
Max cuts you off at a stopping point. 

“Okay, but what’d Steve say about it?” 

“He's fine with us being friends. In face, he was really sweet,” you 
smile remembering your earlier conversation. “He said, he likes that I 
always see the good in people,” 

“I meant about the kiss,” 

“Oh,” you hadn’t mentioned it. It didn’t seem important at the time 
because it wasn’t important to you. “Billy misinterpreted the 
situation. I don’t think he’d do it ever again,” you justify. 

“So you haven’t told him,” Max says, putting her hands on her hips. 
You sigh, “No, okay. I haven’t. Do I really need to? Wouldn’t it just 
make this whole situation worse? Like Steve trusts me, but if he 
knows Billy kissed me, he’d probably think he’d do it again. He 
wouldn't be able to trust Billy.” 

“Well, to be honest, I think he’ll do it again” 

Your head snaps up, “What?!” 

“T think Billy really likes you y/n. Maybe more than he even knows. 
I’ve never seen him like this with anyone before. He’s never,” she 
struggles to put together the words, “let anyone in. And he’s so 
different,” she adds quickly, as if she knows you’re not in the mood 
to hear any of this. “Different from before, like when we were at the 
Byers. I notice it at home too. He’s... not as aggressive.” 

“That’s because when we were at the Byers, you threatened to cut his 
dick off,” you grumble, “But anyway, if he liked me, he’d respect that 


I have a boyfriend, and that we’re just friends.” 

“But so were you and Steve,” 

Youre irritated now. “Stop Max! I don’t know why you’re doing this, 
but it really hurts my feelings. I’m happy with Steve, and I thought 
you’d be happy for me too. If you’re not, then I’m sorry, but I can’t 
change how anyone feels. No one can. Now it’s late and I really need 
to go. I’m not working tomorrow, so don’t expect me at the diner, but 
I'll be at home if you need me.” 

You slam your car door closed again and drive away, back to your 
own home, where for once the silence will feel peaceful. 


When you pull into your driveway, there’s a car there. It’s your 
parents. You’re ambushed by them as soon as you walk into the 
house. “Where were you!? We thought we’d give you a surprise, but 
you didn’t come home after your shift ended. You weren’t even at the 
diner when we checked.” your mother breathes out. 

“J- I missed you guys,” you say suddenly sobbing, the weight of 
everything hitting you. You hug them both and they walk you over to 
the couch. 

“Hey, what’s the matter baby?” your mother says, while your dad 
gets up to go to the kitchen. He comes back a few seconds later with 
a glass of water and they look at you expectantly as you drink. 

“I don’t know,” you tell them, then say, “I didn’t think you guys 
would be back so soon. I’m so-” 

But your father cuts you off and you know it’s bad news. “Well, we’ve 
got a request to open up another franchise. It’ll be another few 
weeks. We wanted to come back and see you for at least a few days, 
but then your mother’ll go back to the diner in Tampa, and I'll go to 
the new one to set up there. When she’s done, she’ll come up to join 
me.” 

You deflate a bit, but you know that everything you have is because 
of those diners. “Okay, that’s fine,” you say, as if you could say 
anything else. 

Your mother takes your hands into yours. “Why don’t you come with 
us? Tampa’s really nice this time of year, and you’re done with 
school, might be a nice vacation for you. And we’d be together.” 

You shake your head, “Who’d watch the diner here?” 

Your dad scoffs, “We might own the place, but Frankie’s more than 
capable of running it for a few weeks. She did it a lot in the past 
when we’d take you with us, you remember?” 


You do, and to be honest, watching the diner wasn’t even your main 
concern. You felt torn between your parents and your boyfriend, one 
that your parents didn’t even know you had. You wanted to tell them, 
but you wanted Steve with you when you did. 

“Maybe Ill go for a few days, but not now. I’d miss... Max,” you say. 
It’s true, you would, even though you just fought. 

“Max can handle herself,” your mother prompts. “Please, seeing you 
crying like that just broke my heart baby. I don’t want you here by 
yourself if you’re hurting.” 

“No, I was just being emotional. It’s been a while, you know, since 
I’ve seen you guys.” you smile at them, and change the subject, “How 
long are you guys staying?” 

They hesitate but your dad finally says, “Two more days. They’re 
doing some additional construction that we didn’t need to oversee, 
but it shouldn’t take longer than that.” 

“Okay that’s fine,” You’d probably ask Steve to come over tomorrow. 
They’d never met Steve before, despite everything the two of you had 
been through together. You knew if you just brought him up and 
claimed him as your boyfriend that they’d be taken aback. Still you 
felt that you needed to prep them, at least a little bit. “I have a 
boyfriend by the way. His name’s-” 

“We figured,” your mother laughs. You look up shocked, and your 
dad chimes in. 

“Frankie’s told us about a guy who stops by the diner almost 
everyday to see you. We won't lie, we were upset you hadn’t 
mentioned him before, but we had plenty of time today to think 
about it, and we’re excited to meet him,” he pauses, “You will 
introduce us to him right?” 

“Of course,” you say, still unsure who Frankie’s talking about. Steve 
and you did frequent the diner often, but not recently. The only other 
person who visited you was Max... 

You want to ask more about it, but your parents yawn and look 
exhausted. It’s 3am. You know they don’t usually stay up that late, 
and you feel bad that it was basically your fault they’re still up. “Pll 
ask him to come around tomorrow,” you smile, “Now let’s all get 
some sleep,” you hug them and head upstairs to your bedroom while 
they shuffle into theirs. 

“Love you,” they call out. 

“Love you,” you say back. 


The next morning you realize you’ve slept in. It’s nearly noon when 
you hear your mother’s voice. “y/n! Wake up! This is the last time, I 
swear to god. If you don’t get up, Pl throw a bucket of water over 
your head,” her words are angry, but she says them lightheartedly. 
“Pm up!” you call out, making your way out of your room to head to 
the bathroom. 

Your mother’s waiting for you at the bottom of the stairs. “Get ready 
quick,” she says. “Your boyfriend’s been down here waiting for you 
for 20 minutes.” and then she adds quietly so only you can hear, 
“He’s quite the gentleman, baby. We approve,” and winks. Then 
louder, “Here he is! Told you she was sleeping in Billy,” 

Your eyes widen and then narrow as you glare at Billy who’s standing 
next to your mother. He looks back at you apologetically. You turn 
away and walk toward your bathroom. You can deal with this all 
after you’re properly dressed. 


9. Chapter 9 


You take the fastest shower you’ve ever taken, put on any old thing, 
and race down the stairs. 

“Nice of you to finally join us,” your dad says, “your mom made 
breakfast but I guess, in your case, it’s lunch,” 

“Haha,” you say sarcastically, grabbing a chocolate chip pancake and 
biting into it. Your mom makes them sweet enough to not need 
syrup. “Can I talk to Billy for a moment?” You glare at him again. 
He’s sat next to your dad at the table and your mom seems to have 
been chatting with him from the stove as she cooked. You have him 
follow you back to the staircase to get some privacy. 

“Why the fuck do my parents think you’re my boyfriend?” You ask, 
still angry about what happened. 

“Whoa, that’s some colorful language y/l/n, didn’t know you had it 
in you,” Billy laughs. 

“Just answer the question,” 

He deadpans, “I could ask you the same thing. I was just playing 
along. Your parents are the ones who-” 

“Don’t say a thing about my parents,” you point a finger at Billy in 
warning. 

“T wasn’t. Nothing bad at least,” he holds his hands up. “They seem 
cool, I’ve never really met parents that liked me, except for a few 
bored housewives but that’s a different story,” Billy smirks and you 
try not to throw up your pancake. “But anyway, they’re the ones who 
thought I was your boyfriend.” 

“And you let them think that! Why didn’t you just tell them the 
truth? And actually, speaking of, what are you even doing here?” 

“I came here to apologize and I didn’t tell the truth because,” he 
groans. “Look you know why I didn’t tell the truth, don’t make me 
Say it.” 

“Actually, I don’t,” you tell him. You’re so angry. He didn’t have any 
right to show up like this after what he did. You wouldn’t accept his 
apology that easily either, if at all. “Use your big boy words and tell 
me,” you taunt. 

He glares at you now but answers begrudgingly “I liked the idea... of 
us.” 


You sigh and bury your face into your palms. You hear your mother 


call for the two of you but you tell her you need a few more minutes. 
Your dad makes a joke about young love which makes you feel 
worse. 


“Well that’s too bad,” you finally say. You won’t let what he said get 
to you. “I’m telling my parents the truth, and you can explain to them 
why you lied.” 

His eyes go wide in disbelief. “I can’t y/n. Not after everything I said. 
rll- Your parents are only here for a few days right? They told me 
they’re leaving soon. Just let this lie live for two more days. Then you 
can say you broke up with me and got with Steve,” 

You’re about to argue when you notice what he said. Steve. Not King 
Steve, not Harrington, Steve. He said his name without contempt or 
hatred or spite. Just Steve. For you. 

“What did you tell them?” You ask. 

He sighs but it doesn’t seem like he’ll answer. You decide to raise the 
stakes. “If you tell me then I’ll agree. We’ll let my parents believe that 
you're my boyfriend for however long they’re here.” 

He nods. “Fine,” he says, “but if I tell you, you can’t be mad at me. 
You asked right?” 

He’s nervous? You’ve never really seen Billy nervous before, not 
really. “Okay,” 

“And you'll forgive me for what I did? That night at the bar, in your 
car?” 

“You’re really pushing your luck, you know that?” You smile in an 
attempt to ease the tension. 

“Will you forgive me?” He asks again. You’re not even sure why it 
matters to him but you shrug. 

“Reluctantly,” you say, “As long as you don’t pull that shit again.” 

“I won't,” he promises you. Then he takes a deep breath, “I told 
them-,” he starts over. “They asked how we met, how we got together 
and I just,” he looks you in the eyes, “I said I loved you from the 
moment you saw me. The moment you looked past how fucked up I 
am, and helped me see that too. I told them that you’re the only 
person who cared about me and for that, I wanted to give my 
everything to you.” 

You’re not supposed to get angry so you say it as calmly as you can, 
“You told my parents you loved me because I- because I act like a 
decent human being around you? You can’t just say whatever you 
want Billy, especially not when it affects other people too.” 


His expression falters. He knows you’re mad. “No,” he sputters, but 
you don’t let him speak. 

“It’s not me Billy, not really. It could’ve been anyone. You just had to 
let them in. You don’t love me, you only think you do because you 
never-,” 

“No. That’s exactly why it couldn’t have been anyone,” Billy says, 
talking over you, “You’re the only one I wanted to let in. Look Pm 
not good at this shit. Maybe love was the wrong word, I don’t know. 
But it’s more than how you are with me. It’s how you are with Max, 
it’s how I want to be for you. I don’t even remember the last time I 
had a cigarette since you took that pack from me and I swore I 
wouldn’t drink again after what happened at the bar. I even got a job 
so I could...” he falters, sighs in defeat. “I know I’m not your 
boyfriend and I won’t get in the way of you and Steve, but I can’t not 
feel how I feel about you. Please don’t take this away from me.” 

His hand is on your cheek. You didn’t realize when he’d gotten so 
close, but you pull his hand away from your cheek. You hold onto it 
instead. 

“Okay,” you tell him, “I won’t make you tell my parents the truth 
but... if we stay friends, I have to tell Steve what you told me,” 

He pulls away aggressively but you can tell it’s out of helplessness, 
“Why? What does the way I feel about you have to do with him? It’s 
not like you like me back. You’ve made that crystal clear.” He shakes 
his head, “Look, you can’t tell him.” 

“I have to, Billy. If he hung around a girl who had feelings for him, 
don’t you think I’d want to know?” 

“Why would you care if he didn’t like her back?” Billy counters. 
You're frustrated because he’s right. You wouldn’t care if he didn’t 
like her back. But you’ve got your own guilt to deal with. Sure you 
don’t like Billy, not like that, but you are fond of him. And you don’t 
want to admit it, you never would, but what if some small part of you 
was capable of liking him like that. You shake your head. 

“I don’t want us to keep secrets from each other. Steve’s always been 
honest with me. I have to do the same,” you say, “If I hide things 
from him now, where would it-” 

Suddenly your mother barges in, “Why on earth are you two taking 
so long? Once we leave you’ll have all the time in the world to be 
together!” She points at Billy, “No funny business though,” she says 
to him and you groan. She laughs but changes the subject, “I want to 
pick up a few things at the mall today. Will you be joining us Billy?” 


“No,” you answer for him. A little too quickly. Your mother looks at 
you, puzzled. 

“T can’t, I’ve got some chores to do for my step-mom.” Billy says. 

“Oh, that’s too bad. Why don’t you come over for dinner tomorrow? 
I’m making y/n’s favorite,” 

Billy knows what you want him to say so he says it, “Pll try, but I 
can’t make any promises.” he laughs as your mom pouts. 

In all honesty, you don’t want him to come around. You don’t want 
your parents to get to know him, at least not as your “boyfriend”. 

The three of your make your way to the front door. Your dad’s still at 
the table scarfing down a new batch of blueberry pancakes. 

“Leaving already Billy? I was hoping you’d join us at the mall. God 
knows I could use a male presence,” 

“Maybe next time,” he says smiling. You like how at ease he is 
around your parents, but you’re quickly snapped out of that thought 
when he turns to you. You didn’t get to finish your conversation and 
he seems nervous like he wants reassurance that you won’t tell Steve 
anything. Your mother mistakes it for something else. 

“Geeze, you can give her a goodbye kiss. We’re not that prude, you 
know?” She rolls her eyes. 

“Mom!” You screech, blushing. 

“What? It’s healthy in a relationship,” she justifies and then walks 
away, leaving you two to your goodbyes. 

Billy looks at you expectantly. You sigh, “I won’t tell him. But we 
need to talk about this some more okay? If you feel this way and still 
want us to be friends and don’t want me to tell my boyfriend that you 
feel this way, then....we might need some rules,” 

Billy scoffs, “What rules? You don’t like me, I like you, you don’t tell 
your boyfriend how I feel, we stay friends. It’s not like you’re going 
to give me a goodbye kiss.” 

You frown. “If you’re not going to take this seriously then-” 

“Fine!” Billy says, “Rules. When do you wanna talk about it?” 

“After my parents leave, now go!” You shove him out of the door, 
“and don’t come back tomorrow.” 


When you walk back into the kitchen, your dad’s gone. Probably 
went to the diner to check in with Frankie before meeting up with 
the two of you at the mall. 

Your mom looks at you with wide eyes and a big smile on her face. 
“So, is he a good kisser? He looks like a good kisser.” You’re instantly 


reminded of the night he kissed you, and hide your face. 

“Mom!” You screech again. 

Your mother laughs, “Sorry baby. It’s just been so long since I’ve seen 
you and it feels like you’ve grown so much since then. We never 
really get to have these chats.” 

You shrug the thought away, but she continues, “I’m happy you have 
someone like Billy to look after you. He seems good for you. And you 
know, I used to worry that you’d get lonely when we’d leave, but 
now! I hope he makes it easier for you, and I hope you know that no 
matter where we are, we love you and we want you to be happy.” 
She shakes her head, “Sorry I’m getting emotional.” 

You wrap your arms around her, “It’s okay mom. Thanks for 
worrying about me, but I’m okay,” then you add, “and he is a good 
kisser by the way,” because, well, he is. 


10. Chapter 10 


You didn’t expect to see Steve at the mall. He’d gotten a job at the ice 
cream shop and looked adorable in his uniform, but you couldn’t 
gush over him since your parents didn’t know you were dating. More 
importantly, since your parents thought you were dating someone 
else. 

You also didn’t expect your mother to get a phone call that informed 
her she wasn’t needed at the site in Tampa anymore. They’d finished 
building and were ready to open shop. Now she’d only have to go 
back 3 months later to check-in for a week or so. She seemed 
overjoyed giving you the news but you dreaded what this meant for 
your fake relationship. No matter, you told yourself, you’d “break up” 
with Billy in the next few days, and tell your parents you were now 
dating Steve. Everything would work out, but you needed to iron out 
the details. 


Your mother seemed excited to stay home with you. The chain your 
father was helping to set up was much smaller and wouldn’t need 
your mother’s assistance until later in the process. She’d have about a 
month and a half to spend with you and was already planning 
weekend trips and girls days. 

“Of course, Pll want to help out at the flagship. Maybe we could 
schedule our shifts together.” 

You were lost in your thoughts. Who to speak to first? Billy or Steve? 
You wanted it to be Steve, but there was more to discuss with Billy 
and it was time sensitive. Maybe you could get away with this whole 
thing without telling Steve anything at all? But then you'd be lying, 
and Steve couldn’t be this cool. He’d already been so understanding 
about your friendship with Billy, but even you knew this was pushing 
it over the edge. 

You’d need to come clean, starting with your parents. Or your mom 
actually. Your dad had been invited to play poker with some of his 
old friends, and you insisted he go, since he hadn’t seen them for just 
as long as he hadn’t seen you, if not longer. 

“Mom,” you interrupt her mid-sentence. 

“Oh, what’s up baby?” she was making dinner, chopping vegetables, 
but she set the knife down, sensing you were going to say something 
important. 


“I- We- There might have been a misunderstanding this morning, 
when Billy said-” 

“When he said he was busy today, I know.” your mom said, picking 
up the knife again, resuming her chopping. 

You looked at her incredulously, “What? No, Mom I-” 

“T ran into Susan at the mall while you were getting ice cream. She 
said Billy was lounging around in the house. I’m not sure why he 
didn’t want to come to the mall with us, although you didn’t seem 
keen on keeping him around. You know his mother didn’t even know 
the two of you were dating? But she’s not his mother really, is she? 
She said he isn’t very close with her,,” she’s rambling, and you’re 
getting more and more nervous by the second. 

“Mom! What did you do? What did you say?” 

“I don’t know why yow’re getting snippy with me missy. I simply 
invited them over for dinner,” 

“Them?” 

“Billy, Susan, Maxine. I invited the dad, what was his name again? 
But he couldn’t come, which is just as well since Dad won’t be here 
anyway,” she shrugs and you feel yourself shutting down. This was 
not happening. That was never supposed to happen. 

‘Why didn’t you tell me they were coming over?!” 

“T wanted it to be a surprise! I don’t know why you’re making this 
such a big deal honestly.” 

“Because mom, we’re not even dat-” 


And just then the doorbell rings and your mother leaves the room to 
answer it. 

“Sorry we’re early,” you hear a voice on the other side, Max’s mom, 
Susan. She walks into the kitchen, followed by Billy and Max and 
turns to you. “I can’t believe you and Billy are an item. I know you 
and Max are close, but I never would’ve imagined a girl like you with 
a boy like my son. I know you'll be good for him,” she pulls you in 
for a hug. 

“Well,” you shrug, honestly unsure of what to say. “Anyway I 
promised Max, I’d show her this new poster I have upstairs. Why 
don’t you come to Billy? It’ll give our moms a chance to talk.” 

They haven’t spoken yet, but Max has on a massive smirk and Billy 
looks apologetic. Ironically, they’ve switched facial expressions. 


They follow you upstairs where you close your bedroom door. 


“We can’t do this. It’s getting way out of hand,” you tell Billy. 

“Its just for a few days, then we'll break up,” he puts air quotes 
around the words. 

“No, it’s not actually. My mom just said she’d be here for a month 
now. Maybe more. And now your parents think we’re dating too.” 
Max starts laughing beside you, “You really messed up Billy,” 

“Shut up Maxine,” he retorts, “Besides, it’s just Susan. Dad doesn’t 
know, and Susan’s already said she won’t tell him,” he says to you. 
For some reason it calms you. 

“Okay, but how do we fix this? What did my mom tell your mom 
exactly?” you ask them. 

“We’re not sure, but she seemed super excited when she got home.” 
Max said, “I was too when I found out you guys started dating,” she 
cackles again. 

“Why are you enjoying this so much,” you ask her, “I thought you 
were on my side.” 

“Tm on both,” she says matter-of-factly. 

“Both? Both of us don’t want this!” 

“Speak for yourself,” Billy mumbles. You pretend not to hear. 

“We have to call Steve,” you tell them. “He deserves to be a part of 
this conversation,” 

Max winces, “I don’t think that’s a-” 

“I don’t care,” you say, picking up your phone. As you dial Steve’s 
number, you turn to Billy, “Don’t you dare hurt him, or call him 
names, or whatever the fuck you do.” 

Hurt flashes across his face, but only for a few seconds. He glares at 
you, but doesn’t say a thing. 

When someone answers, you ask for Steve, not bothering to go 
through the formalities. 

“Oh y/n, sure,” it must be his mother. “Steve,” she calls in the 
background, “Phone for you! It’s y/n.” 

A few seconds later he answers. “Steve, I need you here now!” 
“Whoa, as you wish-” 

You laugh sadly, “No, it’s not like that. It’s actually not good at all. 
Max is here, so is... Billy, and my mom. You'll need to sneak in 
through my window. Is that okay?” 

He’s serious now, worried, “Sure. Ill be there in ten.” 


11. Chapter 11 
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After you explain what happened, Steve still has questions, which is 
understandable, but he doesn’t want answers from you. He wants 
answers from Billy... kind of. 

“Okay, explain to me again why your parents think you’re dating this 
asshole?” he asks you. 

“Because he told them...” you say sheepishly. 

“Why wouldn’t you correct him, or? I don’t know, say or do 
something to-” 

“T wanted to, but it wasn’t-” You don’t want to speak for Billy. In fact, 
the whole time you were telling your story you left out his personal 
details. Billy hadn’t spoken once yet, which surprised you, but you 
did make him promise to be nice. At this point, you’re just 
exasperated. “Look Billy said-” 

But Billy touches your elbow, stopping you, “I'd rather you didn't.” 
“And I'd rather you didn't touch her Hargrove,” Steve says 
defensively. 

Billy scoffs and waves his hand like it’s no big deal. 


“Are you kids coming down now? Dinner’s ready,” your mom shouts 
up at you, pulling you all from your thoughts. 

“Max,” you turn to her, “Can you go down there and stall?” 

She nods dutifully and rushes downstairs. 

You turn back to the boys. “Look, I didn’t want to be so explicit about 
this, but we’re in a time crunch so I'll go ahead and say it. If Billy 
doesn’t want me to tell you why he did what he did, then I’m not-” 
Steve cuts you off, “It’s obvious (y/n)! He wants to get in your pants, 
and you’re too naive to even realize it! You keep saying youre 
friends and I believe you, but this is ridiculous. We need to go down 


there and tell your mom the truth right now.” 

You look at Billy to back you up, “Can you tell him that’s now how it 
is!” 

“Tt isn’t,” he says uncertainly. 

Now Steve scoffs. “Oh my god, see. Let’s go,” he holds your hand and 
opens the door. 

You slam it shut again with your other hand. “Steve, we can’t go 
down like this!” 

“Why not?” he asks. 

“Its not just you and me and my mom. Right now, Billy and Max and 
their mom are here too.” 

“Billy and Max are in on this whole thing, what does it matter?” 
“Their mom isn’t,” 

“She’s his step-mom, and I bet Hargrove doesn’t give a shit what she 
thinks,” 

“Don’t speak for him!” you say a bit too harshly. In an attempt to 
make things better, you turn to Billy, “What do you think? Should we 
just tell everyone the truth now?” 

It doesn’t make things better. Steve looks at you with wide eyes and 
some confusion. “You’re asking him?” he says more than asks. 

“Steve, I-” you try to explain yourself, reaching out to hold his hand, 
not even sure what you’re explaining. In your honest opinion, you 
feel that you need to hear from everyone before moving forward, but 
you’ve known Steve long enough by now to know he’s hurt, and you 
hate that you’re the one who made him feel that way. 

He dodges you, “No, it’s- I just- Look, I’m not sure how I feel right 
now, but it’s not good. I-” the ways he’s stumbling around his 
sentences means he doesn’t want to say what he’s going to say next, 
but he will. And you’re pretty sure you know what it is. “I think we 
should take a break,” he finally says. 

“We don’t need to do that,” you plead, and you’re embarrassed 
because Billy’s right there watching the whole thing. “Can you go 
downstairs, please?” you ask him. 

He nods obediently, wide-eyed as well and leaves your room. You’re 
grateful that there’s no hint of a smile on his face. At the very least, 
he does care about you as a friend. 

You turn back to Steve, but he’s already half-way out your window. 
“PIL call you when I’m ready,” he says, and then he adds, “if I’m 
ready.” 

“Wait!” you can’t believe he’d leave it at that. “What does that even 


mean? Steve, please can we talk about this. I’m so sorry, but it’s not 
my place to-” 

“This is our relationship y/n. Sometimes it feels like you don’t see 
that.” You look away, ashamed. Is that how you made him feel? That 
you didn’t appreciate what the two of you had together. “I love you, 
and I don’t want to see... I just can’t go through this again,” he says. 
“T would never hurt you,” you tell him, despite knowing you already 
have, but knowing in your heart you never meant it. You think he 
knows too because he smiles at you sadly before leaping out the 
window. You’d laugh if your heart wasn’t broken. 


You're still numb from what happened only moments ago, but you 
can’t show it at dinner. You chat and smile and laugh so much that 
you feel like a caricature of yourself. Billy doesn’t talk much, which is 
fine because he’s Billy and no one expects him to. Max and the moms 
do most of the talking anyway amongst themselves. Before they 
leave, you tell Max that you and Steve are on a break. She hugs you 
and asks if you’d like her to stay over, and you accept because you 
don’t trust yourself not to break down into your mom’s arms as soon 
as they leave and tell her everything. But you also think, what would 
it matter now? What’s the point of telling her anything at all if it may 
all be over? 


“You're only on a break,” Max reassures you as she makes popcorn. 
You set out your nail polish on the living room table even though it’s 
the last thing you want to be doing now. When Max comes back, 
bowl in hand, she settles on red, and you pick black because it seems 
appropriate. 

“I know,” you say, “but a break feels worse than a break up. I don’t 
know where we go from here. What if he meets someone else? I think 
he’s working with this girl from our high school at that ice cream 
shoppe. Her name’s Robin, I think. She seems nice and she’s pretty. 
What if they hit it off and he forgets all about me?” 

“Um no,” Max says, “No one compares to you, okay? Besides, if he 
hits it off with someone else, there’s always Billy at your beck and 
call.” You shove her playfully. You’re not in the mood for these jokes, 
but you know she’s harmless. “You’ve never thought about it?” she 
asks tentatively. 

“Thought about what?” you ask. 

“You know! You and Billy. He’s so different around you. I think you 


bring out the best in him,” 

“Steve brings out the best in me,” you say loyally. 

“T think you’re the best on your own,” she snuggles into you on the 
couch. “Also. You didn’t answer my question.” 

“Fine! Pve thought about it, but only because you pester me so 
much,” 

She smiles wide and looks up at you. “Then try it!” 

“No!” You say harshly, “it’s not right! What about Steve?” 

“He asked for a break! You guys can do whatever you want! He can’t 
ask for a break and then get mad if you go out with other people. 
Besides you’ve got to make the fake relationship believable for my 
mom. Please,” she turns serious again. “My mom’s been trying really 
hard to connect with Billy but he’s like, super cold with her. She 
thinks you could bring them closer. It’d make her really happy, and 
itd make me really happy,” she says, and then adds for good 
measure, “Pretty please with a cherry on top?” She knows she doesn’t 
need to say it. You’d do almost anything to make Max happy, and at 
this point, with what’s happened, it’s not like you'll be seeing Steve 
anytime soon. 


“Okay,” you say, “Let’s do this thing.” 


12. Chapter 12 


Notes for the Chapter: 
now we getting somewhere!! 


It’s been two weeks. You and Billy have fallen into a rapport and it’s 
easy to pretend you’re dating since you’re trying hard to put Steve 
out of your mind. 

There hasn’t been any PDA since you want to take things slow, fake 
relationship or not, but you’ve definitely spent more time together 
than you usually would. 

You’re actually at Billy’s right now. His dad is gone, which is the only 
time you’re allowed to come over, per Billy’s rules. His stepmother’s 
home and the two of you are making cookies together. 

“T never get to do this with Max,” she says, “it’s nice to have another 
girl in the house that likes these things,” 

“Aww, I’m sure Max wouldn’t mind if you asked her,” you say, but 
then the two of you look at each other and burst out laughing. 

“What are you two laughing about?” Billy says, walking into the 
kitchen. 

“We’re making fun of you,” you joke, knocking him with your hip, 
“now grab a baking pan and scoop some cookie batter onto the 
sheet.” 

“I don’t bake,” Billy says, “but Pll have some cookies when you’re 
done.” 

“You will for me, won’t you,” you smile at him adorably, knowing 
he’ll relent and he does, narrowing his eyes at you with a smile on his 
face. 

You notice his mother watching the two of you and for a second, you 
feel a pang of guilt, but you don’t have time to process it because the 
door slams open and in walks Billy’s dad. 

“What the fuck is going on here?” He asks casually, but Billy drops 
the baking sheet as if it burned him. 

“We thought itd be nice to bake some cookies, Neil. It’s not a big 
deal,” says his step-mom. 

“Well sure it’s not, for you and her,” he points at you with distaste. 
“Not for my son,” Billy’s still standing there and you feel responsible 
for putting him in this situation. 


“Tt was my idea,” you say, “he didn’t want to, but I kept bothering 
him,” 

“You better keep her in check Billy,” he says before walking away. 
“He didn’t mean that. He’s just tired,” his step-mom justifies. Then 
“Why don’t you and Billy go out somewhere nice instead? Pll finish 
up these cookies.” 

“Sure,” you smile at her, take Billy’s hand and drag him out of the 
house. 


In half an hour, the two of you are back at the beach, sitting in 
silence. 

“Pm sorry,” you say, at the same time he says, “I don’t want you to 
feel bad about-“ and the two of you start laughing. 

Once you stop, you reach for his hand. “You could leave, you know?” 
You tell him. 

“You want me gone that bad,” he jokes but you’re serious. 

“Of course I don’t, but, well... your dad’s an asshole.” 

He laughs again but it doesn’t reach his eyes. “Yeah, I know,” he 
says. And it occurs to you that Billy’s dad probably wasn’t always like 
that, or at least you hope he wasn’t. Maybe before Billy’s mom died, 
he was a good dad to his son. 

“Pll go with you,” you blurt out and then fix it with, “to help you 
move. Whenever you wanna go. And then Il visit you all the time of 
course, because I’m sure you’re gonna pick California,” it’s a lot at 
once but he seems to take to it. 

“Yeah, itd be nice to be back there, but how? I’m not loaded and it’s 
expensive,” he says. 

“T have some money saved from-“ but he cuts you off. 

“There’s no way in hell I’m taking your money,” he says. 

“Okay, okay, it would’ve been a loan anyway,” you joke, “but didn’t 
you say you had a job?” 

“Yeah, for fun. It’s not good money. It’s just for now.” 

“For now is good,” you tell him, “we’ll figure out the rest later,” 

He smiles at that, “What do you think of me as a lifeguard?” 

You laugh, wrap your arms around his, and lean into him. “You’d be 
perfect as a lifeguard,” you say. He rests his head on yours and then 
the two of you enjoy each other’s company in silence. 


Once the sun goes down, you tell Billy you need to get back to yours. 
He gives you his hand to help you up, and you don’t let go as you 


walk back to his car. Once you’re both inside, he looks at you and 
smiles. “You know this already, but you make me feel like anything’s 
possible,” he says. And for once, his words warm you to your core 
because in this moment it really is just you and him. No Steve, no 
Max, no parents. So you lean over and kiss him. He kisses you back 
briefly before pulling away. 

“What are you doing?” he says softly, holding your cheek. 

“Don’t you know?” you ask in between placing kisses on his jaw. He 
laughs, but pulls away some more, and you finally sit back trying not 
to feel too rejected. “I’m sorry,” you say. 

Billy shakes his head, “No I just- I liked that. A lot. But you and-” 

You cover his mouth with your hand, “You and me,” you tell him. He 
moves your hand away from his mouth and holds it instead. 

“For how long y/n? As soon as I drive you back, things’ll be different, 
won't they?” 

“No,” you say stubbornly. 

“We're lying to our parents.” 

“We don’t have to. Not anymore. We could do this for real,” 

“What about Steve?” 

You remove your hand from his and face the window. You didn’t 
want him to bring up Steve, but fine. “Steve made up his mind, I can 
make up mine too.” you say looking ahead of you. “And if you think 
Pd treat you like some kind of rebound, then you must not know me 
at all.” 

“No that’s not it,” Billy says, suddenly exasperated. “I just meant, 
look I’m not someone people would want to have as their boyfriend. 
That’s why I don’t get into relationships. I’m only good for a hook-up, 
something casual that you can forget about in a few months.” 

You laugh softly, still hurt, “A lot of girls would love to have you as 
their boyfriend, some guys too I’m sure,” 

This makes Billy laugh as well. He shoos you away, but gets serious 
again in the next few seconds. “I just think you deserve better. It was 
fine before when you were with Steve, and I didn’t stand a chance 
but now that we- Now that you-,” you relish being the only one who 
makes Billy so unsure of himself, but you don’t want him to suffer for 
long. 

“T like you,” you tell him, pulling him close to you by the collar of his 
shirt. “I like you and I want you. Don’t you think I deserve everything 
I want?” 

“Yes,” he says softly. 


“Then kiss me,” you tell him. 
And he does. 


13. Chapter 13 


Notes for the Chapter: 


I actually had this one written for a few days but 
never got around to posting it, I so sowwy. But we in 
season 3 baby!! Time for things to be different! 


You and the kids are at the diner, where you’ve hooked them up with 
burgers, fries, and soda. Dustin’s the only one missing, since he’s 
hanging out with Steve, who you haven’t seen since that night. Not 
that it mattered, you were happy with Billy. 

The kids on the other hand, weren’t. 

“I just can’t believe you’d want to be with a dipshit like Billy.” says 
Mike as he reaches for one of Eleven’s fries. 

“He’s changed,” you say. 

“He has,” Max insists. “Right Lucas?” 

“T still don’t like him, but sure.” Lucas says. 

Mike looks at him, “This coming from the kid Billy almost hate- 
crimed a few months ago.” 

“Maybe he has changed,” Eleven says. “People can. Look at me,” 
“That’s different,” Mike says, “Billy’s an asshole. Will’l] back me up. 
Right Will?” 

“Sure,” Will says nonchalantly. 

“See!” Mike says in triumph. 

“So it’s you and one other person,” Max says, “There’s still four of us 
that think he’s changed, and that y/n and Billy are a good couple,” 
“If Dustin and Steve were here, they’d agree with me so we’re even,” 
“Can we please not talk about Steve,” you say. 

“And that’s another thing,” Mike starts, but thankfully Eleven shoves 
a french fry in his mouth. 

“No more things,” she says, and you smile at her appreciatively. 

She and Max have been spending so much more time together. 
They’re practically inseparable, except for, of course, when they’re 
with their boyfriends, and even then, they’re all together. And it 
seems as if Steve’s ditched you for Dustin, although you can’t be mad 
at that, and secretly you’re glad he hasn’t moved on. Or you assume 
he hasn’t. A man as attractive and likeable as Steve could find 
someone new in a second if he wanted. The kids tell you that Steve 


sneaks them into the movies sometimes, and despite everything, it 
makes you happy that he cares about these kids just as much as you 
do. You wish Billy acted the same way, but he keeps his distance 
from them. You haven’t seen him as often as you had before he 
started his lifeguard job, but that was to be expected. Not everyone 
could be Nancy and Jonathan and work at the same place at the same 
times. You think of Will suddenly and how much you worry about 
him. You didn’t know him as well as the other kids since, well, 
everything seemed to happen to him. But now, you want nothing 
more than to protect him, you want him to have someone to rely on, 
but, to your dismay, it seems like everyone’s drifting away from him. 
You wonder if Jonathan still makes time for him. 


“Y/N, you okay?” You're snapped out of your thoughts by none other 
than Will. He looks worried, like you are for him. 


“Tm fine,” you say smiling, “Now who wants a sundae?” 

You head back into the kitchen. Your mom’s there today and she 
makes the most extravagant sundae you’ve ever seen since she’s got a 
soft spot for kids. She doubles the normal amount of scoops, adds an 
extra banana, and layers on so much hot fudge and peanut butter 
that you can’t see anything underneath it. 

“We’re not trying to give them diabetes,” you tell her, swatting her 
hand away as she reaches for the caramel. 

She relents and sets the squeeze bottle down. “How’s Billy?” she asks 
before you have a chance to leave. 

“He’s fine,” 

“How do you know? He hasn’t been around as often,” 

“I know,” you say exasperated, “because he must be, and he hasn’t 
been around because he’s at work, remember. I’ve already told you 
this” you finish. 

She’d been weird about Billy ever since he stopped coming around as 
often as he had. And yes, while his job had something to do with it, 
you suddenly felt shy around him. Your relationship had changed and 
so had its previous casual nature. Seeing him felt special now, and all 
your interactions demanded more effort. 

“Oh yeah,” she says, unamused, “Billy, the lifeguard,” she huffs and 
starts in on him again, “You know, I just don’t understand why he’d 
pick a job like that.” 

“It’s the job he got. And he’s good at it, and he likes it. Isn’t that all 


that matters?” 

“Tm sure he likes it,” she says, rolling her eyes. 

“He likes the water-” 

“Tt’s a pool, not an ocean” your mom interrupts. 

“Besides,” you point out, “I thought you liked Billy,” you put your 
hands on your hips and wait for her response. 

“I do. I just don’t want him to be half naked at the pool all day. He’s 
my daughter’s boyfriend! I can’t have other women-” 

“Mom!” you laugh, grab the sundae, and head back outside. 


Once you set the bowl down, the kids go to town and you decide you 
should actually wait on some tables. They leave soon after you get a 
10 top and wave goodbye. Your new table consists of a few moms 
and their kids. The kids' clothes are soaking wet since they’re wearing 
their swimsuits underneath, and you hear some comments that you 
wish you hadn't. 

“Can we talk about the lifeguard?” one of the moms whispers to the 
other. 

“T know! That body!” 

“That ass,” another mom says, and they all laugh, then she adds with 
disdain, “But he must’ve been what? 18?” 

“Hey, that’s legal!” 

They laugh again and change the subject, but you wonder if they 
were talking about Billy. Their comments combined with your mom’s 
concerns make you feel weirdly uneasy. You never thought you’d 
ever feel so possessive of him, but here you are contemplating 
spitting in their food. But you don’t, of course. You just wait on them 
and their snotty kids who spill their sodas twice and scream the 
entire time they’re seated. When they leave it’s only 3pm, and you 
make your way back to the kitchen. 

“Mom, can I leave early? I wanna see Billy,” you tell her, already 
removing your apron. 

“T got to you, didn’t I? I’m sorry baby. I’m sure it’s not like that.” 

“No, no, it wasn’t you. There were some-” you decide not to tell her 
about the women you just waited on and try again, “Look, he’s very 
attractive,” you say awkwardly. 

“That he is,” your mom says, nodding solemnly. You stick out your 
tongue and throw your apron at her before heading out the back door 
to your car. 


You drive home to change into your nicest bikini, one that you know 
Billy would’ve never imagined on you, and get to the pool about half 
an hour later. Billy’s there, of course. But what you don’t expect is 
how close he is to Mrs. Wheeler. But no matter, you pass right in 
front of them, and say, “Hey Billy,” waving, before finding a chair to 
lay your stuff on. You pretend not to watch but you see him politely 
excusing himself to Mrs. Wheeler and you’re 100% sure she checks 
out his ass as he goes. What the fuck? 

Billy saunters over to where you’re standing, tucks his finger into the 
hem of your bikini bottoms and pulls you close. You let him admire 
the view, knowing he won’t have it for long. You’re mad, but you'll 
let Billy explain himself. 

“Looks like you were getting cozy over there,” you say casually, 
looping your arms around his neck. 

“Over where?” he says, attempting to get closer to you. 

“With Mrs. Wheeler?” you raise your eyebrows as you say it. 

He moves you away slightly, and raises an eyebrow back at you. 
Before you can say anything else, Heather walks by. 

“He flirts with her all the time y/n. Better watch your man,” Heather 
says while passing. You and Heather used to be close when you were 
younger, but you found yourselves drifting apart as you got older. 
Nothing bad happened, you just realized you had different interests 
and less and less classes together. Still, you’re grateful that she has 
your back after all these years. 

“Don’t you have anyplace else to be Holloway?” he shouts to her 
back. 

“Don’t talk to her like that,” you say. 

“She’s lying!” 

“Yeah well she has no reason to, and a bunch of women at the diner 
would disagree as well,” you mumble. 

“A bunch of- What? I was offering her swimming lessons!” he says 
lamely. 

“She’s an adult Billy. I’m pretty sure she knows how to swim.” 

“Yeah, that’s... the joke. It’s just customer service. I’m a lifeguard, it’s 
my job! Besides I don’t get mad at you when you flirt with dudes at 
the diner,” 

“One, I don’t flirt, two, it’s not your job, and three, you just admitted 
you were flirting.” 

“Now youre using my words against me, huh y/1/n?” 

“Oh! We're back to last names now. This is getting better and better,” 


you fake enthusiasm but start collecting your things, ready to leave. 
“You’re being ridiculous!” he rubs his face in frustration. 

“Tm being ridiculous?! Billy, you’re flirting with a woman old enough 
to be, like, your mom, while you have a GIRLFRIEND!” You’re not 
having this conversation anymore. Once you have your things, you 
leave. Keys in hand, and Billy at your heels. “Aren’t you on duty, 
dickhead? Better get back to it before a kid drowns on your watch,” 
you shout behind you. But you still hear his footsteps race after you 
and they soon catch up. He grabs your elbow and all the things you 
were holding go flying from your hands. He kisses you, hard. For a 
second, you want to kiss him back but you know your worth. He 
doesn’t get to treat you however he wants. You shove him off of you 
and he stumbles slightly back. “What the fuck?!” 

“You know you're the only one I care about,” he says. “Okay? Yes, I 
flirted with her, but it didn’t mean anything. I guess I just thought it 
was interesting that she’d even be into me. I wasn’t actually-” 
“Dude,” Heather interrupts again. She’s in her car, but stopped to 
watch yours and Billys’ spectacle, “You literally asked her to meet up 
with you tonight”. 

“Can you fuck off?!” Billy turns to her, and they enter into a mini 
argument, which seems to be the perfect time for you to make an 
escape. You leave your things on the floor and run to your car, start 
it, and leave without looking back once. 


As youre driving away, you feel hurt and confused, but you don’t 
feel as sad as you thought you would. It seems like a part of you 
knew this could happen. I mean, it was Billy after all, and he had his 
reputation for a reason. But still, after everything that happened 
between the two of you, Billy was willing to throw it all away for? 
For what? You weren’t even sure. Regardless, you’re thankful for 
Heather’s butting in, and make a mental note to call her when you 
get home. You’re still sure you have her cell phone number, that is, if 
she hadn’t upgraded to the newest model. Maybe it was time for the 
two of you to rekindle your friendship. 


14. Chapter 14 


You sat at home doing nothing for an hour or so. You felt uneasy to 
say the least, but it was more than what had just happened. There 
was something else. Billy didn’t seem like himself, or at least not like 
the Billy that you knew. It was like he was reverting back to whoever 
he thought he had to be before. And the more you thought about it, 
the more it didn’t seem fair that you just ditched him when he 
wanted to talk. Communication was as important as anything in a 
relationship and if you wanted this to work, you needed to let him 
tell his side of the story, and you needed to trust that he wouldn’t lie 
to you. 

You also needed to understand where he came from. He had changed 
for the better. You saw that with your own eyes, and so did the 
people closest to him. But you’d always known that he wouldn’t 
change completely and even if he did, it wouldn’t be right away. And 
he definitely wasn’t going to start acting differently in front of 
everyone else. His dad had made him feel inferior all his life, and 
Billy wasn’t strong enough to stand up to his demons yet. He needed 
his bravado as a crutch, and you should’ve understood that. 


Of course, there was the case of your pride as well. If you went 
rushing back now, you’d look like an idiot, and Billy may not even 
want to talk to you. You certainly created a scene at the pool. Then 
again, if you let it fester, it could get worse. Or better? You shake 
your head in frustration, and look at the clock on the wall. It was 
almost the end of Billy’s shift. You’d be able to catch him if you drove 
back to the pool right now. But would you? 


You thought about Steve. You missed him. Or at least you missed the 
fact that you and Steve didn’t have these problems, not when the two 
of you were dating, but not even as friends. You wondered briefly, if 
you went to him now to ask for his help, if he’d help you. You were 
sure he would. And so, with that thought in mind, you pick up your 
keys, get into your car, and drive off. 


When you get to the pool, it’s dark. Billy’s about to leave, and he’s in 
no mood to see you. 
“Billy, can we talk?” 


“Can’t, busy,” He opens his car door and gets inside, closing it with 
you standing there. 

You knock on the window. “Busy with what?” 

“Gonna go for a drive,” He starts to drive away but you pound on his 
window faster, and then race in front of his car, forcing him to stop. 
“Please, I want to talk to you! I want to apologize,” 

He lowers the window, “And earlier? When I wanted to talk to you? 
Did that not matter?” 

“It did. Of course it did. But I was angry, Billy. I wasn’t thinking 
clearly. I’m so-” 

“You were thinking fine,” 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” You were trying to apologize. Why 
was he cutting you off? “Ugh Billy, can you get out of the car? 
There’s no one here.” 

“I-” he shakes his head as if he’s changed his mind. “I’m outta here y/ 
n,” 

“Fine.” you throw your hands up in the air and march over to the 
passenger side door, open the latch through the window, and sit 
down insids. You close the door behind you and it’s like the two of 
you are in your own world again. “I’m sorry for driving away. I’m so 
so sorry. I’ll never do it again. Please don’t drive away from me,” you 
say, facing him. 

“Even if I wanted to, you’re in here with me now so...” Billy starts, 
and you laugh, glad for this change, but then he says something else, 
“And you know, you were right, and so was Heather. I’ve been 
flirting with Kare- Mrs. Wheeler. I don’t even know why. It’s stupid 
really, but Pd get if you didn’t want to be with me anymore. You 
deserve better. You should go back to Steve. He’s probably pining 
after you anyway, that jackass,” 


You’re quick on your toes. This is the Billy you’re used to, the one 
who thinks so little of himself and self-sabotages. “Not this again 
Billy! I told you, I deserve you. Did you do something fucked up? Yes, 
but the whole situation’s a little weird. Like goddamn Karen 
should’ve known better too. You’re not even eighteen-” 

“T am,” he interrupts. 

You slap his arm. “Whatever! You and her daughter are like the same 
age! That should concern her! If she wants to play bored housewife, 
she can do it with someone her own age,” You just want to put this 
behind you, but Billy won’t let you. 


“I made plans to meet her at Motel 6 tonight,” he says. 

That changed things. 

“Oh. Okay,” you don’t know what else to say, the silence stifling. 
Finally, you say what’s on your mind. You’re honest. “Is this because 
we haven’t had sex?” you ask. 

It’s not like you didn’t want to. He was always the one who stopped 
things before they got anywhere. At first, you thought it was because 
he was being careful with you, but now... 

“No, not at all,” he says adamantly. 

“Were you going to go? I mean, if I hadn’t-” 

“No!” He says again,, “I wasn’t going to go from the start. I told you, 
I don’t know why I even suggested it. I just feel like-” He grips your 
hand in his, afraid to lose you, but keeps his eyes on the windshield 
in front of him. You leave your hand in his, despite wanting to pull 
away. You came here to let him talk, so that’s what you were going 
to do. “Things are different, since we got together,” he starts, and as 
he says those words, your heart sinks. He continues, “Usually, I hook 
up with whoever. I couldn’t give a shit, but with you, everything feels 
so fucking real. It scares me.” He looks at you, lets go of your hand 
and rubs his face, exasperated. “I sound like such a pussy, I know, 
but-” 

“No you don’t, Billy. You’re allowed to feel things, and I want you to 
talk to me about whatever it is you’re feeling because I‘ll be honest, I 
don’t understand,” You reach for his hand this time. “But I want to. 
Okay look, ’m not happy that you basically asked Mrs Wheeler to 
meet you to fuck,” he looks uncomfortable at your choice of words 
but you continue, “but as long as you weren’t planning on going, and 
you don’t do this again, I can forgive you this once. If it happens 
again though, I don’t think I could deal with it. I wouldn’t deal with 
it. Okay?” You squeeze his hand but he doesn't squeeze back. “What’s 
wrong?” you ask. 

“T just don’t get how you can be so understanding,” he says. 

“Because it’s you, and I’m actually not that understanding,” you joke, 
“Don’t forget, I said that if you pull this shit again, I’m cutting your 
dick off,” you pull him in to kiss his jaw, and he laughs. 

“Oh is that what you said?” He teases but then goes serious, looking 
into your eyes, “I think, if I had to guess, that some part of me wants 
you to leave me because I’m not worth shit,” you start to say 
something but he stops you, “No, I know you think I am though. I 
know that now, and if someone as amazing as you thinks that I’m 


worth something, then I wanna spend all my time with you proving 
that you’re right. I- I guess what I’m trying to say is thank you for not 
giving up on me,” 

You can feel yourself tearing up but only because you’re so happy. 
You wipe away your tears, laughing. “Thank you for not giving up on 
me.” 

He laughs too and somehow, gracefully, pulls you into his lap. Your 
knees go on either side of his thighs. He lowers the seat so the two of 
you have more room, and leans in to kiss you, but you move your 
face away. As thrilled as you are with his confession, he doesn’t get 
to have you so easily. 

“Wait,” you say, and he stops, worry flashing across his face. 

“Sorry,” he says, “That was fucked up. Of course you wouldn’t- Not 
after-” 

But you interrupt him, “No, I just meant, I’m no Mrs. Wheeler. I hope 
that’s okay,” 

He turns beet red and looks away, while you howl in laughter. 

“I know yow’re not. Thank god you’re not. And look, I really am 
sorry, okay, now can we please never talk about this again?” he asks. 
And you cup his face in one hand and kiss him. 

While you're still conflicted, you know this was the right thing to do. 
It was true that many people had given up on Billy, and it was also 
true that he was used to it. You were glad to be the one who helped 
him realize that that wouldn’t always be the case. That there would 
be people who’d stick with him through the good and the bad, if only 
he opened his eyes and saw it. 


As the two of you relaxed into each other’s bodies, the uneasiness 
you’d been feeling subsided. You feel like the two of you avoided 
something disastrous tonight and you hoped that whatever it was 
that you were feeling, would never come back. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


I think here is where I'll call this one quits. If you’d 
like to read more from me, let me know, but 
otherwise I just want to thank you all for reading and 
hope you enjoyed this story! 


Much much love to you all @ 


